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INTRODUCTION TO THE 
TWILIGHT ANIMAL STORIES 


By THE AUTHOR 


All little boys and girls who love animals 
should become acquainted with Bumper the 
white rabbit, with Bobby Gray Squirrel, 
with Buster the bear, and with White Tail 
the deer, for they are all a jolly lot, brave and 
fearless in danger, and so lovable that you 
won’t lay down any one of the books without 
saying wistfully, “I almost wish I had them 
really and truly as friends and not just story- 
book acquaintances.” That, of course, is a 
splendid wish; but none of us could afford to 
have a big menagerie of wild animals, and 
that’s just what you would have to do if you 
went outside of the books. Bumper had many 
friends, such as Mr. Blind Rabbit, Fuzzy Wuzz 
and Goggle Eyes, his country cousins; and 
Bobby Gray Squirrel had his near cousins, 
Stripe the chipmunk and Webb the flying 
squirrel; while Buster and White Tail were 
favored with an endless number of friends and 
relatives. If we turned them all loose from the 
books, and put them in a ten-acre lot—but 


-INTRODUCTION 


no, ten acres wouldn’t be big enough to 
accommodate them, perhaps not a hundred 
acres. 

So we will leave them just where they are 
«—in the books—and read about them, and 
let our imaginations take us to them where we 
can see them playing, skipping, singing, and 
sometimes fighting, and if we read very care- 
fully, and think as we go along, we may come 
to know them even better than if we went out 
hunting for them. 

Another thing we should remember. By 
leaving them in the books, hundreds and 
thousands of other boys and girls can enjoy 
them, too, sharing with us the pleasures of 
the imagination, which after all is one of the 
greatest things in the world. In gathering 
them together in a real menagerie, we would be 
selfish both to Bumper, Bobby, Buster, White 
Tail and their friends as well as to thousands 
of other little readers who could not share 
them with us. So these books of Twilight 
Animal Stories are dedicated to all little boys 
and girls who love wild animals. All others 
are forbidden to read them! They wouldn’t 
understand them if they did. 

So come out into the woods with me, and 
let us listen and watch, and I promise you it 
will be worth while. 
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WHITE TAIL THE DEER 
STORY I 
WHITE TAIL’S FIRST LESSON 


High among the timberland of the North 
Woods White Tail the Deer was born, and if 
you had stumbled upon his home in the thick- 
ets you would have been surprised by a noise 
like the rushing of the wind, and then by a 
very remarkable silence that could almost be 
felt. The first was made by Mother White 
Tail as she deserted her young and took to 
quick flight. 

White Tail, crouching low down in the 
bushes, so still that he scarcely moved a hair, 
would hide his beautiful head in the branches 
and leaves like an obedient child. Left alone 
he knew that his one chance of escape was not 
to move or whimper or cry. 

That was the first lesson White Tail was 
taught by his mother — to keep absolutely 
quiet in the presence of danger. When he 
was so small that he could hardly hold up his 
head, she whispered to him: “Listen, White 
Tail! When I give the signal that the hunters 
are coming, you must flatten yourself down 


9 


10 White Tail the Deer 


on the ground, and remain perfectly still until 
I return. Fear nothing, dear, for I shall lead 
the hunters away until they have lost on the 
wind all odor of you.” 

Then to make sure that her little one under- 
stood, Mother Deer sounded false alarms, and 
flew away a few yards in the bushes to see how 
White Tail obeyed. If he moved or whim- 
pered, she would return and scold him. 

The fear that he might not take her serious- 
ly enough was always present in Mother 
Deer’s mind. What if her little one should 
think this was merely a game she was playing 
with him, and instead of lying low he should 
raise his head and peek through the bushes 
or call her. Indeed, one day White Tail did 
do this very thing. 

“I see you, mother!” he called joyfully, 
raising his head. “I know there's no danger.” 

Mother Deer had a great love for her only 
child, and he was so cute in his ways that it 
hurt her to punish him; but what else could 
she do? Some day it might be a real, and not 
a false alarm, and then White Tail would be 
discovered. 

But she didn't reprove him right away. 
She just looked sad, and walked away in the 
bushes. There she met Washer the Raccoon. 
“Washer,” she said, “you must help me to 
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teach White Tail his first lesson. I can’t 
make him understand.” 

“What do you want me to do?” asked Wash- 
er, who was always obliging to his friends. 

Mother Deer whispered something in his 
ears, and Washer went away grinning. The 
next day Mother Deer heard a rustling in the 
bushes, and sprang quickly to her feet. She 
gave the signal to White Tail, and immedi- 
ately took to noisy flight. 

White Tail instead of obeying kept his head 
up, and turned his body a little so he could 
watch his mother. He saw her stop in a dense 
thicket, and wheel around. White Tail knew 
then it was a false alarm again, and not a real 
one. 

“I see you, Mother!” he called. 

Then something happened that made White 
Tails heart beat like a trip hammer. Out of 
the bushes sprang a strange creature, a hairy 
animal with double rows of white teeth, and 
fierce little eyes. 

“Now I’ve found you!” cried Washer in 
his fiercest tone, for it was Washer the Rac- 
coon. “I heard your voice, and saw your 
head. Pl kill you now!” 

Washer jumped toward White Tail, as if 
he intended to bite him, and White Tail 
dropped his head down in the bushes in wild 
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terror; but Mother Deer, at just that moment, 
returned and began prancing around to 
threaten Washer, who retreated, growling and 
snapping. It was all understood between 
them, but it greatly impressed little White 
Tail 

“Now,” said Mother Deer, when Washer 
had disappeared, “if that had been one of the 
big hunters I couldn’t have protected you. 
See what happens to my little one because 
he disobeyed me!” 

White Tail was so frightened by this ad- 
venture that he never again raised his head 
or spoke when the danger signal was given 
by his mother or any member of the herd. 

White Tail grew rapidly in his forest home, 
with his mother always watching him. His 
little legs became stronger and stronger until 
he could stand on them, and then run a little 
distance down the trail without falling. 

When he was three months old Mother Deer 
took him to the herd to introduce him. Until 
then he had never seen any other deer except 
his mother. Even his father had never shown 
himself, and White Tail didn’t know that he 
had one. 

Before the day set for his introduction to 
the herd a big antlered buck appeared, and 
seemed greatly interested in him. Mother 
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Deer proudly showed him off, and finally in- 
formed White Tail that the visitor was his 
father. White Tail was a little frightened at 
seeing his father for the first time, for his head 
was crowned with antlers that made it look 
top-heavy. He was even more frightened 
when Father Buck spoke to him, for the voice 
was deep and rumbling, and not at all soft 
like his mother’s. 

“You look like a fine fellow,” the deep 
voice said. “Now stand up and let me see 
you on your legs!” 

White Tail obeyed. 

“What are your trembling about?” asked 
Father Buck, scowling. “Can't you stand 
still without wobbling those legs?” 

It was all so new to White Tail that instead 
of stopping his legs trembled more than ever 
until they shook the leaves under his feet and 
made them rattle. 

“What a timid, frightened creature he is!” 
rumbled Father Buck. “He's in no condition 
to appear before the herd. I'm sure he's go- 
ing to disgrace us.” 

It was Mother Deer who interfered and 
made things easier for White Tail. She 
licked her little one's fur, and said: 

“You must remember he's never seen you 
before. Hell not disgrace us. Look at his 
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face and fur. Did you ever see a handsomer 
deer?” 

Father Buck mumbled something deep and 
inarticulate in his throat, and then admitted 
grudgingly: “Yes, he's handsome enough — 
nearly as good looking as I was at his age. 
But that isn’t what counts. I want to see him 
brave and fearless. What good is a buck if 
he isn't that?” 

Mother Deer simply smiled at this, and 
asked: “Do you remember when you first ap- 
peared before the herd? Weren't you fright- 
ened and bashful?” 

“I might have been at first, but it didn't 
last long. I soon got over it.” 

“Then give White Tail a chance. He'll 
get over it.” 

Father Buck admitted the justice of this, 
and after walking around White Tail to look 
him over he shook his proud, antlered head, 
and said: 

“There's nothing the matter with him. 
He’s got straight legs and a good body. He 
looks as if he might grow into a buck like me. 
Well, we’ll take him to the herd.” 

White Tail had grown more accustomed 
to this inspection, and his trembling had 
stopped. But the thought of appearing be- 
fore the herd brought it on again. What did 
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that mean, and what was expected of him? 
He was in a troubled state of mind, and this 
continued all day and night. What happened 
to him when he was introduced to the herd 
will come in the next story. 


STORY II 
WHITE TAIL APPEARS BEFORE THE HERD 


When the day came for White Tail to be 
taken to the herd and introduced to the lead- 
ers, he was in an excited state of mind. One 
of the rules of the herd was that no parents 
should tell their little one in advance what 
was expected of him. 

White Tail had asked Mother Deer all 
sorts of anxious questions, but she had put 
him off with the remark, “What you will see, 
my dear, you will see. Wait until the day. I 
cannot tell you.” 

On the morning of the great ordeal, Father 
Buck appeared, and once more looked him 
over, making him trot around in the bushes 
and jump over fallen trees and logs. When 
White Tail made a quick turn or a high leap, 
his father grunted approval and shook his 
antlered head. 

“Now I hope you won't disgrace me,” he 
said finally. “It would be a sad blow. Why 
are you trembling in the legs?” 

“I didn’t know I was,” stammered White 
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Tail, for in truth he hadn't realized that his 
legs were shaking like a leaf in the wind. 

“Well, you are. If you tremble like that 
before the council I shall be ashamed of you!” 

“Sh-h!” whispered Mother Deer. “Don't 
be so harsh with him. Remember your first 
appearance.” 

“I never trembled like that,” snorted Fath- 
er Buck, “or if I did it wasn’t for long. Re- 
member he is mine, and it will be my dis- 
grace.” 

“Remember he is mine, too,” proudly re- 
torted Mother Deer, flinging up her head. 
“If the disgrace is yours, the credit is mine 
for bringing him up.” 

Father Buck accepted this rebuke good- 
naturedly, for he was proud of Mother Deer, 
and suddenly recalled how he had fought a 
whole herd of bucks to win her for himself. 

“Yes, the credit will be yours for bringing 
him up,” he replied, “but some of it will be- 
long to me, too. A child of mine should be 
brave and quick, and not timid and cowardly.” 

White Tail, listening to this conversation, 
suddenly felt his fear and trembling leave 
him. He would bring credit upon his moth- 
er, and he would not disgrace his father. 
Stepping up to Father Buck's side, he looked 
him steadily in the face, and said: 
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“I am not afraid! I am not trembling!” 

Father Buck looked long and steadily at 
him, and when White Tail showed no signs 
of fear he grunted. 


“No, you're not trembling,” he said, “and 1 
like your eyes. They don't fall before mine. 
Come now, I think you will do credit to your 
mother's training. We must hurry, for we're 
late, and you know I must be there early.” 


White Tail didn’t know this. He didn’t 
know that Father Buck was the leader of the 
herd, and that his word was law. Mother 
Deer had never told him this, but as they 
trotted through the woods, following a well- 
worn deer trail she whispered the news in his 
ears. 


“You must do credit to your father, dear. 
He is the leader of the herd, and he would feel 
the disgrace keenly. Much is expected of 
you, and they will all be ready to criticize you. 
Hold your head up and look all of them fear- 
lessly in the eye.” 


“I’m not afraid any more, mother,” replied 
White Tail. 


“No, I know that,” she answered, sighing. 
“But there are many other things expected of 
you. Remember what I have taught you. 
Obedience is the first law. When they tell 
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you to do anything do it instantly, and with all 
your heart.” 


“Anything more, mother?” 


“No, not now, but keep your eyes, ears and 
nose open, and use them.” 


The trail broadened as they proceeded, with 
Father Buck leading the way, and Mother 
Deer bringing up the rear with White Tail 
between them. Pretty soon they came to an 
opening in the heavy timberland, and right 
in the middle of this was a giant pine tree, 
with wide-spreading branches. It was so old 
that its shaggy bark was peeling off in places, 
and many of the lower branches were dead. 


The clearing in the woods was filled with 
deer of all sizes and ages — big antlered bucks, 
mother deers fussing around their meek-eyed 
fawns, little does just able to trot around, and 
young but sturdy bucks with their horns just 
beginning to show above their crisp, short 
hair. 


White Tail gazed in awe at the sight, for 
he had never seen the herd together, and their 
numbers confused him. But there were oth- 
ers like himself who were being brought to 
the Council Tree for the first time, and they 
were just as shy and backward as White Tail. 
The older ones seemed to enjoy the surprise 


White Tail Appears Before the Herd 21 


of the smaller ones, and they strutted around 
with all the pride of leaders. 

The appearance of Father Buck with his 
family caused all the deer to stop feeding and 
gaze with interest at Mother Deer and White 
Tail. In particular they looked at White 
Tail, for they were curious to know what sort 
of a son their leader had. White Tail felt 
his old trembling returning when he saw all 
the eyes turned on him. 

“Keep straight ahead, dear,” he heard his 
mother whisper, “and don’t mind them.” 

Up through the double line of curious spec- 
tators White Tail trotted, keeping close to the 
heels of Father Buck, until they reached the 
big tree in the middle of the clearing. There 
White Tail noticed for the first time a half 
circle of big bucks, with antlers nearly as long 
as those of his father, but not quite. Not one 
of them had such a splendid head and beau- 
tiful horns as Father Buck. 

White Tail noticed that all the leaders 
stepped to one side and made a space between 
them for this leader of them all. White Tail 
felt a little thrill of pleasure and pride that 
his father was not only the leader of the whole 
herd, but the largest and handsomest buck of 
them all. 

“The Council is called to order,” Father 
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Buck said, wheeling in his tracks, and turn- 
ing to face the crowd. “Who brings their 
young today for the test?” 

There was silence for an instant, and then 
a big buck in the rear stepped forward, and 
said: “I, Black Buck of Dismal a 
bring my son to enter the list.” 

“Let him stand forth!” exclaimed Father 
Buck. 

A sturdy young buck about White Tail’s 
age was shoved forward, and made to stand 
alone before the Council. 

“Any other candidates pola rumbled 
Father Buck. 

Yes, there were several — half a dozen in 
all. One by one they were presented by their 
parents, and made to stand in a line before the 
whole assembly. Nearly every one of them 
was trembling and timid. When it came 
White Tail's turn, he heard his father say: 

“And now I present my son. Step forth, 
White Tail, and take your place by the side of 
the others.” 

White Tail obeyed, but in spite of all his 
self-control he knew he was shaking and 
trembling. He wasn't afraid, but somehow 
his legs shook and his heart beat like a trip 
hammer. His father looked at him, with a 
frown on his face, but Mother Deer just 
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smiled, which made him feel that for her sake 
he would not bring disgrace upon his parents. 

Then the ordeal began. “The first test is 
the race,” announced Father Buck loudly. 
“Prepare them for it.” 

In the next story you will hear how well or 
how poorly White Tail acquitted himself in 
the race, the first test of all for deer. 


STORY III 
WHITE TAIL IN THE RACE 


You know a deer depends upon its fleetness 
alone to escape its enemies, and therefore if it 
is not quick of foot, and a long, hard runner 
it dies young — killed by Timber Wolf, Loup 
the Lynx, or any one of the big hunters of the 
wildwoods that is always lying in wait for it. 
It is a law of the herd that none shall be ad- 
mitted to its ranks until it has qualified by the 
three tests that make a young buck or deer 
able to look out for itself. Until the tests can 
be passed, every youngster must remain in se- 
clusion, with none of the privileges of the 
herd. 

White Tail had been trained by his mother 
to run and dodge and leap, but he had never 
had his fleetness tested with others. Now he 
saw that he was to be judged by what the 
other young bucks could do. As the son of 
the leader of all the herd much was expected 
of him. He was to excel, or his failure would 
bring disgrace to his parents. 

There were six other young bucks lined up 
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by his side, each showing as much concern 
and doubt as White Tail. But one at the end 
looked larger and more powerful than the 
others. He was the son of Black Buck of 
Dismal Swamp. His father had put him in 
as a candidate the very first one, and there had 
been a note of confidence in his voice which 
indicated be was very proud of him. 

White Tail noticed that Young Black Buck 
was sleek and fat, with long straight limbs, 
and eyes that seemed unafraid of anything. 
Without actually realizing it, White Tail 
knew that Young Black Buck was his chief 
rival, and if he was to please his parents he 
had to equal, if not surpass, him in all the 
tests. 

“T’ll keep my eyes on him,” White Tail said 
to himself. “Whatever he does I’ll do bet- 
ter: 

This was an excellent way to begin the 
race, for in thinking and planning to beat his 
sturdiest rival, White Tail forgot his nervous- 
ness. Indeed, before he realized it he was 
wondering why the other candidates near him 
were so restless and trembly. 

Father Buck suddenly called White Tail’s 
attention away from the others. He was giv- 
ing an order, and he had to pay strict attention. 
“Let the first race be dodging the barriers,” 
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he called loudly. “Lead them to the barrier 
trail.” 

Two of the older bucks stepped forward and 
led the young candidates outside the circle 
into the thick woods beyond. The barrier 
trail began there, and circled around the clear- 
ing in a zig-zag way. It was a wonderfully 
puzzling trail, filled with obstacles, and wan- 
dering off this way and that like a Chinese 
puzzle. 

First it ran straight, and then turned to the 
right, then to the left, and then it was ob- 
structed by fallen trees and logs. Beyond that 
it ran into a ditch, and then into a dense thicket 
that no deer could get through, and finally 
circled and dodged around in the most bewil- 
dering way. To follow it meant continual 
dodging, leaping and running. 

While the young bucks were running the 
barrier trail, all the older ones and the judges 
before the Council Tree could see them, and 
applaud the winners. White Tail was third 
in the order of starting, with Young Black 
Buck leading. 

“I must beat him,” White Tail said in his 
mind. “Then I will bring credit to my 
mother and father.” 


But when the word was given to start, 
Young Black Buck started forward in such a 
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tremendous leap that White Tail felt he could 
never overtake him. Heswept down the open 
trail like the wind, dodged to the right, then 
to the left, and took the fallen logs and trees 
in a beautiful jump. 

White Tail was so interested in watching 
him that he forgot his own speed, and sud- 
denly found he had lost position in the race. 
He was fourth now, and he could imagine the 
chagrin and grief of Father Buck and Mother 
Deer as they saw him drop behind. What 
could he do to redeem himself? 

The fifth buck in the race was crowding 
him for position. In another moment White 
Tail would have been pushed back into fifth 
place. Suddenly he gathered himself up and 
started down the trail with all the speed he 
could command. 

“T must overtake and beat one at a time,” 
he said to himself, “and not worry over the 
leader. Now for the next one!” 

He quickly distanced the buck that was 
crowding him for the fourth place, and over- 
took the one ahead. White Tail drew up 
alongside of him, and then by quicker dodg- 
ing got ahead on the trail. 

“Now for the next one,” he breathed, as he 
leaped forward. They had reached the ditch. 
Young Black Buck had taken it with a long 
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jump, but the second one had fallen in it. 
White Tail in one tremendous leap cleared the 
ditch, and landed ahead of his running mate. 
With the second leader in the ditch this 
brought White Tail right behind Young 
Black Buck. 

“Now I can think of the leader,” he said 
exultantly. “I can catch him yet.” 

But it was a long race around the clearing, 
for the trail ran in and out among the thick 
woods so that it was twice as long as the cir- 
cumference of the circle. It was a trail in- 
tended to test the endurance of the candidates 
as well as their skill in leaping and dodging. 

White Tail could hear Young Black Buck 
breathing hard and fast, and his own breath 
was coming in little catchy jerks. But his 
limbs felt strong and tireless, and so long as 
they didn't fail him he could keep on. 

They came to the wall of thick jungle that 
cut across the trail. “There was no way around 
this. The runners had to leap clear across 
it, with only a short run for a start. Young 
Black Buck hesitated for an instant at the be- 
ginning of the run, and White Tail, thinking 
he was afraid to try the jump, rushed down 
upon him with his heart beating high with 
hope. 

But Young Black Buck had hesitated, not 
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through any fear, but to gather himself togeth- 
er for the longest leap of the race. He knew 
that speed and momentum at the edge of the 
jungle were necessary to carry him over it. 
The next moment he rushed forward, and 
sprang into the air like a clay pigeon shot 
from a spring trap. 

White Tail had already taken the leap when 
his rival reached the barrier, but his jump 
had less force in it, and in mid-air Young 
Black Buck’s body collided with his and 
nearly threw him out of the race. White Tail 
barely grazed the other side of the thicket and 
landed safely in the trail again. 

“That was unfair!” he cried angrily. 

“Anything's fair in a race!” retorted Young 
Black Buck. “Anything to win it!” 

“Then Pl win it!” replied White Tail 
sharply. 

For the next ten minutes there was the clos- 
est and most exciting race around the barrier 
trail that any of the onlookers could remem- 
ber. Head to head and tail to tail, the two 
young bucks ran, dodged, leaped and flew. 
They strained every muscle, and tried every 
trick to get ahead. ‘The spectators forgot the 
others in the race, watching this exciting finish 
of the two leaders. 

And how did they finish? Neck and neck, 
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tail and tail! They were so close that even 
the best judges couldn't pronounce the reward 
to either. It was a tiel White Tail and 
Young Black Buck were the winners! 

But right down in his heart, White Tail 
knew that if it hadn't been for Young Black 
Buck's foul blow in the long jump he would 
have won. This made him eager for the sec- 
ond test, which would show he was the real 
winner. In the next story will follow an ac- 
count of the second test. 


STORY IV 
NOSE ON THE WIND 


Perhaps just as important as fleetness in 
running to escape its enemies is the keenness 
of scent for a deer. This is particularly true 
of the bucks, the leaders of the herd, for they 
must be able to smell a hunter on the wind and 
give the alarm before it is too late. 

This is instinct born in them, but like every- 
thing else worth while training and education 
helps it. The young bucks had to learn to 
distinguish between the odor of friends and 
that of Timber Wolf and Loup the Lynx and 
the man hunters. If they could not do this 
they would never be fit for leaders, for they 
would continually be giving false alarms. 

White Tail had been taught by his mother 
to put his nose to the wind, and then tell her 
what he smelt. These lessons hadn’t seemed 
like study at all. It was great fun to play the 
game with Mother Deer. 

But now White Tail saw that it was all a 
serious part of life to him, and he regretted 
when it was too late he hadn’t paid more at- 
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tention to his mother’s kind schooling. For 
the second test before the Council Tree was 
called “The Nose on the Wind.” 

lt would have seemed very much like a 
guessing match to any boy or girl watching it, 
for the young bucks were lined up in a row, 
and with their noses held high in the air they 
seemed to make wild or shrewd guesses as to 
what animal was approaching the Council 
Tree on the windward side. 

To make their plan successful, the leaders 
of the herd always engaged the services of 
their many little friends in the North Woods. 
It was a real game to Washer the Raccoon, 
Groundy the Woodchuck, Curly the Skunk 
and Sleepy the Opossum. They always con- 
sented to play their part when called upon; 
but of course the young bucks did not know 
of this. They didn't know that any animal 
was going to approach the Council Tree on 
the windward side. 

So it was quite a surprise to them when they 
suddenly detected some strange scent on the 
wind, and began sniffing the air. It was 
Young Black Buck who first cried out: 

“Its Groundy the Woodchuck! I know 
his smell, for he played with me one day.” 

“Good!” exclaimed Black Buck of Dismal 
Swamp, who was naturally proud of his son. 
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“There’s another scent coming now!” ex- 
claimed White Tail a few moments later, 
straining and sniffing. “It’s — it’s —” 

He was almost afraid of making a mistake, 
and his rival catching the odor robbed him of 
his triumph. 

“Its Curly the Skunk!” he shouted in glee. 

Again his father showed his pleasure in 
words, but there was no time to waste, for oth- 
er animals were approaching on the wind. 

“Sleepy the Opossum’s coming!” guessed 
one of the bucks, but he was immediately con- 
tradicted. 

“No, no!” several exclaimed. “It's Washer 
the Raccoon.” 

“No, it isn't!” interrupted Young Black 
Buck. “It’s Browny the Muskrat. I know 
his odor.” 

White Tail thought differently. It wasn’t 
Browny’s odor, but his rival was so sure that 
he hesitated to contradict him. Then, remem- 
bering that he had been right before, but had 
lost because he was slow in speaking his 
thoughts, he said: 

“It is neither Washer nor Browny. Irs 
Billy Porcupine, and I can hear his spines 
rustling in the leaves.” 

There was an instant of silence, as all ears 
were turned upward and every nose pointed 
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in the air. Then came a round of applause 
from the judges. White Tail had guessed 
right, and, moreover, had detected Billy's pe- 
culiar rustling movement through the bushes. 

This unexpected triumph of White Tail ir- 
ritated Young Black Buck and his father just 
as much as it pleased Mother Deer and Father 
Buck. White Tail did not intend to lose the 
advantage gained by it, but kept his nose in the 
air and his ears wide open. 

Young Black Buck was not so fortunate. 
He was plainly angry, and that made him lose 
his head. He got rattled, and began calling 
out at every opportunity without waiting to 
make sure. This caused him more mistakes 
than any of the others. 

“T smell Gray Back the Weasel!” he 
shouted. 

But Gray Back was not there. Then to re- 
cover what he had lost in a bad guess, he said 
a moment later: “That’s Billy the Mink com- 
ing.” 

“No, no,” several shouted. “Its Mr. 
Beaver.” 

They were all wrong. White Tail was glad 
he hadn’t said anything. He sniffed and 
sniffed. 

“Trs —It’s Killer the Snake,” he stam- 
mered finally. 
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There was a shake of heads around the 
Council Tree, for Killer was never admitted 
to this ceremony. He was an outcast among 
the animals, and no one ever invited him to 
anything. So White Tail was clearly wrong. 


“Another chance!” one of the judges called, 
for not one'had guessed right. Once more 
they made wild guesses until it came to White 
Tail's turn again. For a moment he was sil- 
ent. All eyes were on him, and he knew that 
he had the chance to prove himself keener of 
scent than any of the young candidates. 


He might have made a guess that was right, 
for the others had named nearly all the ani- 
mals he knew, and they were all wrong. There 
were only a few more. Which one was it? 


But White Tail had been taught by his 
mother to make sure he was right, and then 
stick to it. So instead of calling out any one 
of the remaining animals, he repeated his old 
guess. 


“Irs Killer the Snake!” 


There was a look of disappointment in the 
eyes of his friends, who wanted him to win, 
and White Tail saw his father frown and the 
smile of encouragement fade from Mother 
Deer's face. He was sorry that he had dis- 
appointed them, but he couldn't truthfully say 
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anything else. He was sure he knew the odor 
of Killer. 

How well he remembered the first day 
Killer had crept upon him in the darkness, 
and sticking a long tongue out at him hissed 
defiantly! The peculiar odor of Killer had 
nauseated him at the time, and ever since when 
he smelt it he felt sick. 

“I know it’s Killer the Snake!” he repeated 
boldly. “His odor is on the wind, and [ 
smell it.” 

His voice and words were so positive that 
the frown suddenly left Father Buck’s face, 
as he said: “Somebody see if Killer has 
crawled up to the opening. Beat the bushes 
for him. It may be that he has come un- 
invited.” 

Several of the older bucks obeyed, and 
pretty soon one of them leaped out of a thicket, 
and shouted: “Yes, he’s here, hiding in the 
leaves!” 

“Drive him away, then,” commanded Fath- 
er Buck, “or we'll trample him to death. He's 
not wanted here.” 

Killer was only too glad to get away with a 
whole skin, for he knew the deadly power of 
the tiny hoofs when their owners danced up 
and down to kill an enemy. 

When the commotion had subsided, Father 
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Buck spoke again, and there was pride in his 
voice. “White Tail has won,” he said. “He 
discovered the presence of Killer before any 
of the judges. His scent was crossed with that 
of Bobby Gray Squirrel. I’m proud of my 
son.” 

“And I of mine!” growled Black Buck of 
Dismal Swamp. “In the next test he will 
win.” 

But that had to be proven, and White Tail 
was ready to beat him if he could, which he 
may do in the next story. 


STORY V 
WHITE TAIL IN THE SWIMMING RACE 


There is a third test that all young bucks 
must pass before they can enter the herd as 
full-fledged members, and the judges before 
the Council Tree took this up next in order. 
White Tail’s success in winding Killer the 
Snake, when none of the older bucks suspected 
his presence, had won for him the approval of 
all the assembled host, except that of Black 
Buck of Dismal Swamp and his son. 

Mother Deer came to his side and nosed 
him, with pride in her eyes. “That's right, 
my dear,” she whispered, “keep your eyes and 
ears and nose open and ready. And don’t be 
afraid!” 

The leaders of the herd suddenly broke 
from the Council Tree, and trotted away in 
a stately procession, following a well-worn 
trail through the timberland. All the does 
and fawns fell in line. Had Timber Wolf or 
Loup the Lynx or Sneaky or Mr. Fox been 
watching in the bushes, they would have licked 
their chops in anticipation of a great feast. 
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But there was no chance of their being there 
undiscovered, for scouts were posted along the 
trail to see that the way was safe. 

They proceeded down the heavy shoulder 
of the mountain until they came to Dismal 
Swamp where Black Buck lived with his fam- 
ily, and from there they took a marshy trail 
that ended abruptly at the side of Loon Lake. 

It was here that all the deer tribe came at 
sun-down to drink and feed off the luscious 
grass and reeds. Timber Wolf and Loup 
often tried to stalk them here, but the scouts 
ahead had reported the place safe. Not even 
the man hunters were around. 

When they reached the brink of the lake, 
the temptation to eat and drink was too great 
for most of them, and the leaders permitted 
them to fill their stomachs with water and 
luscious grass before they proceeded to the 
work of the moment. 

Father Buck then mounted a flat stone and 
shook his great antlered head. “Attention!” 
he bellowed in his deep bass. “Attention!” 

Every one stopped eating and drinking at 
the signal, and obediently waited for their 
leader to speak. 

“The course today is to Lone Island and 
back,” Father Buck said. “The first to reach 
Lone Island will be counted good in fast 
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swimming, but the one that gets back to the 
shore first will win. You understand? None 
but the young bucks shall enter the water. 
Now get ready!” 

White Tail glanced across the smooth sur- 
face of the lake to Lone Island. It was a 
long swim, and he had never been in the water 
in his life. Could he swim? Could he reach 
the island and come back? 


He was not the only one to ask that ques- 
tion. Every one, except Young Black Buck, 
shivered and began trembling again. The 
son of Black Buck of Dismal Swamp smiled 
and looked pleased. No one of the herd knew 
that his father had broken the law of the 
woods by taking him down to the lake to give 
him lessons in swimming before the day of 
the test. 

Father Buck perhaps suspected something, 
but he could not prove it. Black Buck had a 
bad reputation, and had been caught more 
than once in doing underhanded work. Father 
Buck recalled the time when he fought with 
him for leadership of the herd, and how he 
almost lost the battle by a foul trick on the 
part of his rival. 


“White Tail,” Father Buck whispered, 
edging near his son, “be on your guard. If 
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Young Black Buck is like his father he’s not 
to be trusted.” 


White Tail didn't need this advice, for he 
had found by experience that Young Black 
Buck was ready to take dishonorable advan- 
tage whenever he could. 


“Ready! Go!” shouted the starter. 


The seven young contestants shot for the 
water as if propelled by the same powerful 
spring. There was no time to hesitate or draw 
back. They plunged into deep water at once, 
and it was a case of sink or swim. They 
shivered and gasped, and spluttered and 
floundered around in the noisiest way. 


But Young Black Buck knew the feel of the 
water, and he started for Lone Island in long, 
powerful strokes. White Tail recovered him- 
self, afer he had cleared his eyes of water, and 
started after his rival. But what a lead Young 
Black Buck had! He was at least six lengths 
ahead of him! White Tail feared that he 
could never catch him, and a great sinking 
of his heart made him weak and trembly. The 
race was lost at the very beginning — and all 
because Young Black Buck had been trained 
secretly by his father to swim! 


But after his first surprise and chagrin at 
finding Young Black Buck far in the lead, 
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White Tail recalled some words Mother Deer 
had often whispered to him. 

“Never give up, dear,” she had warned him. 
“The race is never lost until it's finished. 
Even if you do lose it fight until the end. If 
you can't be first, then be second, and if not 
that try to be third or fourth — but never the 
last.” 

White Tail immediately plucked up cour- 
age, and began swimming with all his might. 
He soon found that a deer could swim quite 
naturally without any previous training. And 
the more he swam the easier it seemed to him. 

He was swimming as fast as Young Black 
Buck now, holding him down to the unfair 
lead. He tried a little harder, putting all his 
strength in his strokes. He was surely gain- 
ing now. The distance between him and the 
leader was certainly lessening. 

This put more courage in his heart, and he 
strained every nerve and muscle. Slowly but 
surely he was overhauling Young Black Buck. 
He might not be able to reach the island first, 
but he would beat him back to the shore. 

Young Black Buck heard the splashing be- 
hind him, and fearing his rival he tried to 
increase his pace. But he was doing the best 
he could. He didn't have another ounce of 
strength to put in his strokes. 
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And all the time White Tail was gaining 
on him. His nose was close to his tail. Now 
it was abreast of him. Then it swept forward 
until they were nose and nose, tail to tail, 
swimming in the greatest race of the year. 


Once more the onlookers forgot all the other 
racers in watching these two leaders. The 
excitement was so intense that they crowded to 
the edge of the water, and some would have 
waded in it if the leaders hadn't kept them 
back. 


Then, when the race hung in the balance, 
when White Tail had a good chance to beat 
his rival, he did something that surprised 
every one on shore, and made his father and 
mother gasp with surprise. He stopped swim- 
ming, and raised his nose high out of the 
water and looked around. He was scenting 
the air, sniffing the wind as if suddenly afraid. 


Before any one could speak, or Father Buck 
could groan, White Tail shouted loudly: 
“Back to the shore — every one! I smell Loup 
the Lynx! Back! Back!” 


He turned and swam in the opposite direc- 
tion. All the young bucks back of him took 
alarm at the mention of Loup’s name, and 
swam for dear life. Only Young Black Buck 
ignored the warning and continued on, de- 
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termined to win the race, and scornful of what 
he thought was a trick to beat him. 

But he nearly paid his life for this act. 
Seeing that he had been winded by the young 
bucks, Loup the Lynx, who had been hiding 
behind a rock on the island, came forth with a 
roar and plunged in the lake. With a scream 
of terror Young Black Buck wheeled and 
made for the shore, with Loup close behind 
him. 

It was nothing but good luck that enabled 
Young Black Buck to escape. When he 
reached the shore, Loup was close behind him, 
but all the old bucks of the herd stood there 
waiting for him. He dared not face them, 
and with a snarl of rage he turned and swam 
back to the island. 


STORY VI 
YOUNG BLACK Buck's DECEPTION 


There was a terrible commotion on the 
shore of the lake when it was discovered that 
Loup the Lynx had been hiding on the island 
to pounce upon one of the innocent swimmers. 
Nothing but White Tail’s timely warning 
saved them. It was because of his neglect to 
heed it that nearly cost Young Black Buck his 
life. 

When he waded ashore, exhausted by his 
wild efforts to escape Loup, he was almost 
overcome by fright. Led by Father Buck 
and Black Buck of Dismal Swamp, the lead- 
ers of the herd stood along the shore to receive 
the Lynx if he attempted to land. But Loup 
was too shrewd a hunter to face the row of 
infuriated bucks. He might not hesitate to 
pull one down in the woods, but to face a doz- 
en of them, as he came dripping out of the 
water, was another thing. 

So he swam back to the island to nurse his 
disappointment alone. When the danger was 
all over, the does and fawns that had run back 
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in the woods returned to congratulate Young 
Black Buck on his narrow escape. 

Although terribly frightened and shaken by 
the adventure, the sudden interest of the whole 
herd in him caused Young Black Buck to 
smile and swell up with importance. He be- 
gan to look upon himself as quite ahero. In- 
stead of showing meekness and modesty, he 
strutted around with pride, and soon began to 
boast of what he did or intended to do if Loup 
had caught him. 

“But there wasn’t any chance of his catch- 
ing me,” he added proudly. “I could out- 
swim Loup any day.” 

This remark impressed some of the fawns 
and does, and even a few of the younger bucks; 
but it sounded rather ridiculous to the older 
ones. There wasn’t a full-grown buck there 
that didn’t know Loup would have caught 
Young Black Buck if the race had been a few 
yards longer. 

But what was the use of saying so! It was 
only the idle boast of a youngster, who in time 
would know better. So they let it pass in si- 
lence, although a perceptible smile passed 
from one face to another. 

Young Black Buck, however, was not con- 
tent to stop at this boastful claim. He caught 
sight of White Tail, and remembered how 
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nearly he had won the race from him. A lit- 
tle angry feeling of resentment sprang up in 
him. 

“If you hadn’t gotten so scared, White 
Tail,” he said vindictively,” and frightened 
everybody else Loup would never have at- 
tacked us. It was your screaming that caused 
all the trouble.” 


“Why, I thought,” stammered White Tail, 
completely surprised by this remark, “it was 
the thing to do — to give the alarm before it 
was too late. I caught his scent on the wind 
first —” 


“Pooh!” sniffed Young Black Buck. “I 
smelt him long before you did. 1 knew he 
was there all the time.” 


White Tail didn't know what to say to this, 
and he looked pained and confused. Young 
Black Buck might have carried off this story 
and made some of the younger ones believe 
it, if the older ones hadn't interfered. 


Father Buck, as the leader of the herd, 
found it his duty to speak, even though it 
seemed in the interest if his own son. 


“If you caught Loup’s odor on the wind, 
and knew he was there on the island,” he said 
in a severe voice, “and failed to give the alarm, 
you broke the greatest law of the herd. Any 
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buck who breaks that law is punished by death 
or banishment. Do I not speak the truth?” 

He whirled around to face those who had 
presided with him at the Council Tree. There 
was a vigorous shaking of heads. Every deer 
who had been formally admitted to the herd 
understood. If Young Black Buck's boast was 
true, he had disgraced himself and parents 
forever. If it were untrue, he had convicted 
himself of lying. 

“Our laws are very severe,” Father Buck 
continued, “and we have to punish those who 
break them. The lives of all our families de- 
pend upon keeping them. If one who breaks 
them is permitted to go unpunished, others 
would soon despise the laws and break them 
at their pleasure. What have you to say for 
yourself, Young Black Buck, that punish- 
ment should not be visited upon your head?” 

Young Black Buck was trembling so that 
he could hardly stand on his four legs. All 
the boasting and bravado had left him. He 
realized that he had got himself in great trou- 
ble through a desire to humiliate White Tail. 

He was unable to speak, as Father Buck 
glared down at him, waiting for an answer. 
Black Buck of Dismal Swamp, seeing the 
plight of his son, stepped forward to intercede 
for him. 
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“I do not believe my son realizes what his 
words meant,” he said, addressing Father 
Buck. “He spoke as a boastful youngster, 
and for that he should receive some consid- 
eration.” 

“If he was boasting, he was telling an un- 
truth,” replied Father Buck sternly. “The 
punishment for that is not so severe. You 
know what it is, Black Buck!” 

Black Buck nodded his head. It meant 
disgrace for him, for his son could not be ad- 
mitted to the herd for another long year. All 
the tests he had passed so successfully would 
count nothing in his favor. 

“Yes,” said Black Buck humbly, “he must 
return to his mother, and receive another 
year’s instructions before he can come before 
the Council Tree again.” 

“True, Black Buck. That is the law of the 
herd. Now we will listen to him again.” 

Father Buck turned upon Young Black 
Buck and waited for his answer. The un- 
happy culprit hung his head, his limbs trem- 
bling so that they rattled the bushes. 

“It is true,” he began, “I was boasting. I 
did not smell Loup, nor did 1 see him on the 
island until he sprang after me.” 

Father Buck looked very grave and stern. 
The confession of a lie in one so young pained 
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him, and he knew that his duty was to punish 
him. 

“The law of the herd then,” he said slowly, 
“compels me to send you back home in dis- 
grace. You must return to your mother and 
obey her for another year. That is the pun- 
ishment. In the meantime you must not min- 
gle with the herd or any of its members, or 
speak to them or cross their trails. You un- 
derstand ?” - 

It was a severe sentence, but the law of the 
herd had to be upheld. Young Black Buck’s 
disgrace affected White Tail almost as much 
as it did his rival. He pictured to himself his 
own feeling if he was sent back home with 
Mother Deer in disgrace. It was this feeling 
that prompted him to speak and plead for the 
one who had tried to discredit him. 

“Can I speak for Young Black Buck?” he 
asked, stepping forward. “He is young. 
We’re all young, and you, too, were young 
once, Father Buck. Then let this one offense 
pass unpunished, and I know it will never be 
repeated. I ask for his forgiveness.” 

Now these words created a wonderful 
change on the grave faces of the leaders. 
Even Father Buck’s grew soft and tender. 
He smiled at White Tail, as he replied. 

“Another law of the herd is,” he said, “that, 
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if the one who has been lied about asks it, 
punishment shall be suspended. White Tail’s 
plea shall be heeded. Young Black Buck can 
return to the Council Tree, and be admitted 
to the herd.” 

The noisy approval of this decision showed 
how well the herd received it. White Tail 
suddenly found himself the hero of the occa- 
sion. Every one came up and licked his neck 
and whispered in his ear words of admiration. 
Even the young does and fawns smiled at him. 


STORY VII 
WHITE TAIL IN TRAINING 


White Tail and Young Black Buck re- 
turned to the Council Tree, and were admitted 
in full membership to the herd. They had 
qualified in the three tests, carrying off all 
honors so easily that Loup’s interruption of 
the swimming match did not materially count. 
Of course, if it hadn’t been for White Tails 
plea for mercy, Young Black Buck would 
have been disqualified for another year, and 
quite naturally, you would suppose, he would 
be very grateful for this friendly interference. 

But all the big and little folks of the North 
Woods are very much like human people. 
They have their likes and dislikes, their good 
points and their bad ones, their hopes, fears, 
jealousies and evil passions. Some are born 
with truth in them, and they live up to it, and 
others, alas! must have come into this world 
on the dark side of the moon, for they tell the 
truth only when it seems to be to their advan- 
tage. 

Young Black Buck was not at all grateful 
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—not after he had time to think it over. In- 
stead he felt that he had a grievance against 
White Tail, whose presence as a rival for hon- 
ors had caused all his trouble. 

Black Buck of Dismal Swamp had nursed 
a grudge against Father Buck ever since that 
day he had been defeated in a battle for su- 
premacy. Now he saw White Tail growing 
up, and the day would come when he would 
probably contend for the leadership of the 
herd as the older bucks dropped out. 

“You must find some way to humiliate 
White Tail,” he advised Young Black Buck, 
his son, as they trotted home from the Council 
Tree. “You must never let him be the leader 
of the herd. I fought his father and lost, but 
I depend upon you, my son, to redeem my 
disgrace.” 

This advice was not of a kind to make 
Young Black Buck feel more kindly toward 
his rival, and with a shake of his head he re- 
plied: 

“White Tail will never lead the herd—not 
while I’m alive. Huh! I could beat him in 
anything if I wanted to. He’s not as big or 
strong as 1.” 

Black Buck looked at his son, and said cau- 
tiously: “You don’t want to be too sure of 
yourself. Over-confidence caused me to lose 
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the battle with his father. Keep training hard 
all the time, and when the fatal day comes you 
will be ready.” 

But over-confidence was Young Black 
Buck’s weakest point. He had an over-rated 
idea of his own strength and importance, and 
it took very little to cause his pride to swell. 

On the other hand, White Tail received 
some most excellent advice on the way home. 
Mother Deer trotted along by his side, and 
whispered in his ear: “I’m very proud of you, 
dear. Always be generous to your rivals, es- 
pecially the vanquished. Sometimes you 
make lasting friends in thatway. Who knows 
but the old hard feelings between Black Buck 
and your father may be cured by your deed 
today? Yes, Young Black Buck may be your 
friend for life.” 

While excellent advice, it showed that 
Mother Deer didn't know Black Buck's evil 
nature or that of his young son. Perhaps 
Father Buck understood better than she, but 
he very seldom expressed all he thought. He 
did, however, commend White Tail for his 
part in the day's adventures. 

“You have a keener scent, my son,” he said 
gravely, “than any of the young bucks. See 
to it that you always use it to good purpose. 
You have sharper ears than Young Black 
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Buck, and quicker movements, but your limbs 
are still less developed, and need training. I 
will take you in hand tomorrow, and show you 
the ways of the woods.” 


It is the custom of the deer tribe for the 
father to take the young bucks in hand after 
they have been admitted to the herd. Until 
that time the mother deer have exclusive con- 
trol of them. Father Buck’s words indicated 
to White Tail that he had reached the age 
when he had to cast off childish things and be- 
gin the duties of a grown-up. 

Mother Deer shed a tear, for all mothers do 
that when they see their boys and girls sud- 
denly grown into young men and women, and 
the mothers of the wildwood folks are not 
very different in this respect. “I see you will 
not need me any more, White Tail,” she said. 
“You have grown up. I have lost my baby, 
and for him I shed a tear, but I’ve gained a 
son I shall always be proud of. I hand you 
over to your father with my love and best 
wishes.” 

White Tail found the change somewhat 
abrupt and confusing. He was no longer left 
in the thicket with his mother where he had 
spent the happiest days of his life, but was 
herded with the other young bucks under the 
leadership of one of the older ones. He slept 
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with them, ate with them, exercised with them, 
and hunted with them. 

They were kept by themselves on the out- 
skirts of the herd where they guarded the does 
and fawns from a rear attack. They were 
constantly in training either singly or in 
squads. When night came on they were glad 
to rest and sleep. 

Father Buck took White Tail out the first 
day to show him the ways of the woods, but 
it seemed to White Tail that it was more to 
test his endurance in running. Through the 
forest, Father Buck led the way, following 
trails that none but he knew, and never rest- 
ing to eat or drink until White Tail was 
almost ready to fall from exhaustion. 

“T must rest,” he pleaded finally. “I can’t 
go another step. I’m limping now.” 

Instead of showing surprise at this con- 
fession, Father Buck nodded his head and 
squatted down on the leaves. “I’m surprised 
you didn’t say that before,” he replied. 
“You’ve come a long distance. Twice I 
thought you’d drop, but your pluck kept up. 
I like to see that.” 

“Would you never have stopped if I hadn’t 
asked you?” asked White Tail. 

“T can travel night and day,” was the re- 
joinder, without any boasting. “Once I 
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traveled for a week when the man hunters 
were on my trail. They thought they’d tire 
me out, but they couldn’t. I hope some day 
you can say the same.” 


“Are the man hunters our worst enemies?” 


Father Buck raised his head and sniffed 
the air. Then, detecting nothing on the wind, 
he replied; “No, Puma the Mountain Lion 
is our most terrible enemy. He hunts better 
by night than by day. He has the patience of 
Hoppy the Toad, the swiftness of Dasher the 
Hawk, the cruelty of Baldy the Eagle, and 
the strength of Buster the Bear. When he 
strikes he seldom misses, and those who fall 
in his clutches never speak again.” 


White Tail shuddered at this description 
of Puma, and his voice was lowered to a 
whisper, as he asked : 

“What is Puma like? And where does he 
hunt?” 

“He is like Loup, the Lynx, only much 
bigger, swifter and more powerful. He hunts 
everywhere, but chiefly here. We're on his 
hunting grounds now. I brought you here 
to show you. 1 want you to get a smell of 
him.” 

White Tail suddenly forgot his weariness, 
and leaped to his feet, as if he expected to 
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see Puma glaring at him from the surround- 
ing woods. 

“Never fear,” said Father Buck, “I took 
care to locate him before I brought you here. 
You can smell him on the wind now. He 
can’t approach us without our knowing it.” 

White Tail raised his head and sniffed the 
air. Yes, there was a strange odor that he 
had never noticed before. He would never 
forget it. Then, to add to his alarm, a 
rumbling growl in the distance broke the still- 
ness. He leaped back on the trail for hasty, 
flight; but Father Buck restrained him until 
the next story. 
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safe to steal away, always keeping him on the 
windward side.” 

White Tail saw the logic of this, but he 
was anxious to get away. The odor of Puma 
reached his nostrils every time a gentle breeze 
blew, and occasionally he could hear the 
distant crackle of a twig. 

“Isn't it time to go?” he asked nervously. 

“Yes, I’ll follow you,” replied Father Buck. 
“Which way now? TII leave it to you.” 

Finding the burden of the choice placed 
upon him, White Tail stopped to consider. 
He knew that his father was testing him. He 
looked up and down the trail, sniffed the air, 
and caught the direction of the breeze. 

“This way,” he said, choosing a direction 
parallel to the breeze. “It keeps Puma on 
our right, and it will bring us home in time.” 

“Very good. I can follow you in that di- 
rection.” 

White Tail was pleased that he should have 
chosen the very direction Father Buck would 
have him take, and he trotted along silently 
with his head high in the air. Every nerve 
and muscle was alert. The odor of Puma 
seemed to grow stronger, and he wondered if 
he was taking the right course, but after a 
while it began to grow fainter on the air, and 
then disappeared entirely. 
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“We’re perfectly safe now,” Father Buck 
said. “Puma couldn’t get on our trail now— 
not unless he circled clear around, and he 
wouldn’t do that unless he suspected our 
presence here.” 


“Still, I don’t like to linger long,” remarked 
White Tail. “I should like to get as far away 
as possible.” 


“That's a wise saying, White Tail, but be 
careful that in trying to escape one danger 
you don’t fall into another. Many of our 
people have been killed because their leaders 
were not cautious. They led the herd out of 
one danger right into another.” 


“What other danger is there around?” asked 
White Tail nervously. 


“The woods we left,” replied Father Buck 
slowly, “is Puma's special hunting ground. 
You can nearly always find him there. Some 
times he strays away from it when the hunting 
is poor, but he comes back to it. The worst 
we can expect of him is that he will stray 
away at night and pounce upon us when we're 
sleeping. But he always returns here.” 

“Does he know where we live?” 

“No, if he did we would change our hiding 


place. We've changed it twice because he 
hunted us down. But”——stopping and 
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sniffing the air again— “What do you smell 
now?” 

White Tail’s nose went instantly in the air. 
Once more he was puzzled. It was an un- 
pleasant odor, and not at all to his liking. His 
trembling returned so that his knees seemed 
ready to collapse. 

“Its Timber Wolf, cousin to Sneaky the 
Gray Wolf,” added Father Buck. “We're 
on his hunting grounds now. He and Puma 
divide the woods between them, and they 
never hunt on each other's preserves without 
permission, and then they divide the spoils. 
If Puma brings down a buck or deer here, he 
takes only part of him, leaving the rest for 
Timber Wolf's family.” 

“Is Timber Wolf a dangerous enemy, too?” 
asked White Tail. 

“Almost as dangerous as Puma, but he's a 
coward at heart. In the day time I’ve driven 
him off alone, saving the herd, but at night 
he grows bolder, and he hunts with his pack. 
He is more to be feared then than Puma. The 
pack spreads out, and makes escape difficult. 
Timber is a long swift runner, too, and once 
on the trail he's hard to shake off.” 

“T should think,” remarked White Tail, “he 
could pick up our trail and follow it.” 

“He will when he finds it.” 
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“Then won’t he hunt us tonight in our 
home?” 

Father Buck smiled good-naturedly. 

“If we didn't do something to throw him 
off the scent he certainly would, but we're not 
going straight home. Come now, I’ll take the 
lead. Timber’s family may be scattered 
around here, and we might stumble upon one 
of them.” 

White Tail was only too glad to let Father 
Buck take the lead, for he was getting so 
nervous that he started at every unusual noise 
in the bushes. Father Buck took an old but 
little used trail that passed through the densest 
part of the woods, and trotted leisurely along. 
Pretty soon White Tail heard a peculiar noise 
in the distance right ahead of them. It had 
a musical, tinkling sound, and he couldn’t 
imagine what made it. 

But a little later they came to a break in 
the woods, and then White Tail knew what 
the noise was. A shallow but very wide stream 
of water flowed through the woods, and the 
tinkling was caused by the wavelets running 
swiftly across smooth stones and pebbles. 

“Oh, I’m so glad there's water!” exclaimed 
White Tail. “I’m dying from thirst!” 

“Before you take a drink look and listen,” 
cautioned Father Buck. “The man hunters 
sometimes hide here for us.” 
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Cautiously he thrust his head through the 
thick screen of bushes, and looked up and 
down the river without exposing his body. 
Then he listened silently, turning his head this 
way and that. Then he sniffed the air, hold- 
ing his nose as high as he could raise it. For 
nearly two minutes he watched, listened, and 
sniffed at the air. 

“It is all right,” he said finally in a whisper. 
“Drink your fill, and then we'll go on.” 

White Tail obeyed. The refreshing water 
tasted so good that he drank and drank until 
quite full. Father Buck, who had been drink- 
ing too, turned to him then, and cautioned him 
to follow carefully. 

“We must keep near the shore,” he said, 
“hiding in the bushes all we can. Raise your 
feet carefully so as not to make a noise.” 

In this way they proceeded for nearly a 
mile, and, where the river was the narrowest, 
Father Buck crossed swiftly, and disappeared 
in the forest again. 

“That will throw Timber Wolf off our 
trail,” he said. “Now we can go straight for 
home.” 

It was night when they reached the herd, 
and White Tail was glad of a rest; but he felt 
that he had learned so much of the ways of 
the woods that he was not sorry he had taken 
the long trip. 


STORY IX 
YOUNG BLACK BUCK’sS BOASTING 


White Tail wasn't boastful by nature, but 
he could not keep from telling about his 
adventures with Father Buck in the deep 
woods, and his words may have had a little 
bragging ring to them. He was very proud 
of his father, and he thought boasting about 
him wasn't exactly like bragging of his own 
deeds. 

The young bucks listened to him, as he told 
of hearing the growl of Puma, and smelling 
Timber Wolf in his home, and when he de- 
scribed their trip up the river, wading in the 
shallow water to throw any enemy off their 
trail, they were greatly excited. None of 
them had ventured so far away from home, 
and the smell of Puma and Timber Wolf was 
unknown to them. 

“What was Puma like?” asked one of the 
bucks eagerly. 

“How can I tell,” laughed White Tail. “I 
didn't see him. Indeed, I didn't want to after 
smelling and hearing him. That was quite 
enough for me.” 
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“What was his growl like?” demanded 
another. 

“Like the rumbling of thunder,” answered 
White Tail, not knowing what else to compare 
it to. 

“And his smell?” 

“Like—like—Oh, like Loup the Lynx’s 
smell—only much worse.” 

“And what was Timber Wolf’s smell like?” 
persisted the same young inquirer. 

“Why, I can't describe it,” confessed White 
Tail. “Indeed, I think youll have to learn 
it from experience. I’m sure Pll never forget 
167 

“Huh!” snorted Young Black Buck, who 
had listened to this conversation. He was very 
jealous of the attention White Tail was attract- 
ing, and he wanted to say something to 
counteract it. “Huh!” he repeated. “That 
adventure isn't so wonderful. You weren't in 
any danger. Now if you'd been born in 
Dismal Swamp, and had an adventure there, 
you'd have something worth talking about.” 

All eyes were immediately turned upon the 
speaker, for they had heard much about the 
gloom of Dismal Swamp and its baffling trails 
and deep marshes that sometimes trapped 
young deer until they starved to death or were 
swallowed alive by the mud and water. They 
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had heard so many shivery tales that they 
wondered how Black Buck and his family 
could live in such a place. 

“You were born there, weren’t you?” asked 
one of the least frightened of the listeners. 
“Then you can tell us what Dismal Swamp is 
like.” 

“I surely can,” replied Young Black Buck 
boastfully. “I was born there, and always 
lived there until 1 came here.” 

For a moment they forgot White Tail and 
his story of adventures with Father Buck. 
Young Black Buck was so pleased by the 
success of his ruse that he flirted his stubby 
tail and held his head high in the air. 

“Does Puma or Timber Wolf live there?” 
asked another. 

“No,” faltered Young Black Buck, “they 
don’t! They couldn't you see. They’d get 
lost in it. “They do come to the edge of it, but 
never go far in it. But we have Baldy the 
Eagle, and he's almost as wicked as Puma.” 

This remark didn't exactly have the effect 
the speaker intended. They all knew that 
Baldy the Eagle was a fierce, savage bird, and 
might carry away a very young fawn, but he 
was not particularly dangerous to a full-grown 
or a half-grown deer. No, they were not 
afraid of him. 
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“There's Water Moccasin, Copperhead and 
Diamond-Back in the swamp,” Young Black 
Buck added, hoping to startle his hearers with 
this information. “You don't want to step on 
one of them. If you do it's the end of you. 
Why, Killer the Snake you find here in the 
woods is harmless, but not so with the Snakes 
of Dismal Swamp.” 

There was a perceptible shudder, and the 
listeners crowded close together. They glanced 
around in the bushes, as if expecting to hear 
a rustle of leaves and see the head of Water 
Moccasin, Copperhead or Diamond-Back 
thrust at them. 

“Oh, yes you have to be very careful of 
them,” continued Young Black Buck. “They 
lie for you, ready to bite you any time. Water 
Moccasin lies for you in the wet marshy places 
when you go to the spring for a drink, and 
Copperhead crawls along the trails to spring 
at you. Why, it’s as much as your life is 
worth to go in Dismal Swamp after dark.” 

“How did you ever stand it!” gasped one 
of the bucks. “I’m sure I’d died from 
fright.” 

“Oh, I was used to it,” replied Young Black 
Buck airily. “I don’t think I was afraid of 
them when I was very little, and I’m sure I’m 
not now. Do you know how to kill Water 


Young Black Buck’s Boasting 75 


Moccasin or Copperhead? Well, I’ll tell you. 
Jump high in the air, and land on him with 
all four feet. You can cut him to pieces then 
before he can strike.” 

“But suppose he should strike first?” 

“You don’t want to let him. You want to 
be quicker than he. Isn’t that the law of the 
herd in everything? If we’re not quicker 
than our enemy he’ll kill us.” 

“Yes, that’s what we’ve been taught,” they 
said all in a breath. 

“Then,” went on Young Black Buck, “there 
are the bogs, quagmires and quicksands. 
They’re worse than the Snakes. You step into 
one, and you go down, down, and down. You 
jerk and pull and jump, but the more you 
struggle the deeper you go. If it ins’t a 
deep bog you just stick there until you starve. 
You can’t pull yourself out. But if it’s a deep 
one you sink down out of sight—buried alive. 
Ugh!” 

He made such a decided expression of dis- 
gust and fear that every one of his hearers 
said “Ugh!” 

Even White Tail was greatly impressed by 
this account of the dangers of Dismal Swamp. 
He wasn't sure which was to be the most 
dreaded—suffocation in a swamp bog or death 
by Puma’s claws and teeth. 
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“Very few deer know anything about Dis- 
mal Swamp, except my father,” the speaker 
said once more, looking at White Tail. “He’s 
so strong and brave he doesn’t mind living in 
it. And he's teaching me to know it too. Of 
course, you don't have to learn such things, 
but I’m going to explore every part of the 
swamp. It will be a part of my education.” 

“I should think it would be a good idea if 
we all knew the trails there,” remarked White 
Tail. 

Young Black Buck laughed uproariously. 
“Why it would take you half a life time to 
learn the trails,” he said. “They run this way 
and that way, and there are so many of them 
you'd get lost. You come to the end of one 
and find yourself in quicksand. Another 
takes you to grassy bogs where you’d mire in 
the mud up to the shoulders, and if you fol- 
lowed another you'd step on a whole family 
of Water Moccasins. Indeed, you don't want 
to go in Dismal Swamp, White Tail.” 

“I should like to learn the trails,” was the 
reply. “I think a buck should know every- 
thing about the woods and swamps.” 

Young Black Buck was silent a moment, 
and then he said: “Well, if you want to visit 
Dismal Swamp, White Tail, you can go with 
me. Tomorrow my father takes me around 
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to show me the trails. It’s my first lesson. If 
you want to go with me, father will take you.” 

“Indeed, I do,” replied White Tail. “It's 
very kind of you to ask me. 1f I know the 
swamp, I can hide in it then if I’m ever 
pursued by the man hunters or by Puma. Yes, 
I think we all should know the trails there.” 

“I can only invite one at a time to go with 
me, White Tail. The others can go later. 
We'll go tomorrow.” 

White Tail was very grateful for the invi- 
tation, and what he found in Dismal Swamp 
will be told in the next story. 


STORY X 
WHITE TAIL IN DISMAL SWAMP 


The very next morning Black Buck called 
for his son and White Tail to take them to 
Dismal Swamp. Father Buck on hearing of 
the trip looked a little grave and suspicious 
at first, but when White Tail told him how 
the invitation had been made he consented 
to the adventure. 

“Be very careful that you don’t get sepa- 
rated from the others,” he cautioned. 

Mother Deer didn’t learn of it until it was 
too late. She was plainly worried, and re- 
proached Father Buck for letting White Tail 
go with Black Buck and his son. 

“Its a terrible place, you know, and none 
of our family ever go in the swamp unless 
driven there by our enemies. White Tail may 
fall in the quicksand or be bitten by Copper- 
head or the Water Moccasin. Oh, why did 
you let him go?” 

“I thought it was for the best,” gravely 
replied Father Buck. “He must learn to take 
care of himself, and he can only do that by 
experience. I am getting old, and some day 
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we shall need a new leader. My hope is that 
White Tail will succeed me.” 

“That will be a good many seasons yet, 1 
hope,” Mother Deer replied, smiling. “I 
don't see that you look a day older than when 
I first met you.” 

Father Buck smiled at this piece of flattery, 
but it did not deceive him. “I may not look 
older, dear,” he said, “but I am. Now listen, 
and I’ll tell you a secret. The other day when 
I took White Tail out, I was nearly winded 
before he called for a rest. 1 couldn't have 
gone much further. And 1 used to be so tire- 
less in the chase. Ah, me! yes, I’m getting 
older!” 

He sighed, and looked away. Then once 
more he added: “And my eyesight isn't as 
strong as it was. The other day I mistook Mr. 
Beaver for a stump, and nearly stumbled over 
him. Suppose he had been Timber or Puma! 
If the herd knew of that they’d clamor for a 
new leader.” 


Mother Deer looked greatly concerned at 
this confession. She knew that she had been 
growing older and weaker, but she had no 
idea Father Buck, the strongest and wisest of 
the herd, was beginning to feel his years. She 
knew what would happen if the others found 
out that he was losing his powers. The younger 
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bucks would fight to depose him as leader, 
and if Father Buck could not whip them he 
would have to retire and spend his days with 
those whose days of usefulness had passed. 

“We must keep it from them, especially 
Black Buck of Dismal Swamp,” she said 
quickly. 

“Oh, I have no fear of him,” replied Father 
Buck. “He's growing old too. I saw him 
miss a jump the other day—landed in the 
middle of the creek. He’d never dare offer 
battle. It’s his young son. He will be leader 
some day if White Tail cannot defeat him. 
It’s between them.” 

“Then I know White Tail will win,” 
proudly said Mother Deer. 

But Father Buck shook his head in doubt. 
“White Tail is strong and quick, but Young 
Black Buck is heavier, and that counts in a 
fight. Have you noticed how his antlers are 
growing? And his horns! They’re hard and 
sharp.” 

“White Tail’s are growing too,” Mother 
Deer said, defending her own son. “They're 
just as beautiful as Young Black Buck's.” 

“Yes, so they are,” sighed Father Buck. 
“But it isn't beauty; it’s strength that counts 
—strength and skill.” 

“Well,” was the quick retort, “my son's as 
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strong and skillful as any that ever came out 
of Dismal Swamp. 1 don't fear the result.” 

Of course, White Tail knew nothing about 
the conversation between his parents nor 
would he have believed that Father Buck was 
beginning to show the signs of age 1f they had 
told him. He would have scoffed at the idea. 
Father Buck was to him the idol of his heart 
—the only one suitable to lead the herd. 

He left early in the morning for Dismal 
Swamp. Black Buck led the way, with White 
Tail and Young Black Buck following close 
behind. When they came to the edge of the 
great swamp White Tail looked curiously 
atit. It was so dense and thick that it seemed 
as if no one could go through it. 

But Black Buck took them to a trail that 
was almost invisible, and after crawling under 
low bushes and vines they found themselves 
in the swamp itself. Now the trails in Dismal 
Swamp are not made by the deer. They are 
for the most part tiny pathways made by the 
Rabbits, Billy Porcupine and his family, Billy 
the Mink and the other small animals. 

They run between the stumps and bogs, 
winding and twisting around in the most be- 
wildering way. Giant vines hang from the 
bushes over the trails so that it is difficult for 
any tall animal to pass without being caught. 
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In some places they had to stoop and almost 
crawl along, but as they got deeper in the 
swamp they found traveling easier. The trees 
were larger here, and they shut out the sun so 
that it seemed almost like twilight below. 

White Tail shivered, for the place was very 
lonely and grewsome. When they reached 
the marshy center of the swamp, Black Buck 
told them to stop while he explored ahead. 

“Stay here,” he said, “until I return.” 

White Tail obeyed, but Young Black Buck 
was restless and impatient. “Why not go on 
alone a little way,” hesaid. “I’m not going to 
stand still here forever.” 

White Tail protested, and said he wouldn’t 
move until Black Buck returned. 

“Oh, well, if you’re afraid stay here,” re- 
plied Young Black Buck. “I’m going to look 
around in the bushes.” 

White Tail pleaded with him, but it was no 
good. Young Black Buck trotted down a 
narrow trail, and turned into another one lead- 
ing to the right. He was gone so long that 
White Tail finally called to him. 

“Where are you?” 


He had to repeat the call in a louder voice 
before he got a response. “Here, White 
Tail!” was the answer. But it sounded faint 
and far away. 
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“You'd better come back!” shouted White 
Tail. 

«I can’t find the way!” was the answer. 
“I'm all turned around. But keep on calling, 
and maybe I can find the way back by your 
voice.” 

White Tail kept up a continual call to guide 
his friend, but for a long time there was no 
response. Then when Young Black Buck 
called again his voice was farther away than 
ever. It was so faint that White Tail could 
hardly catch it. 

«Why, you've been going the wrong way!” 
shouted White Tail. “I’m off this way!” 

“Yes, I know it!” came the call. “But I 
can’t find any trail back to you.” 

“Call your father!” shouted White Tail. 

«T have been, but he doesn't hear me.” 

White Tail began calling for Black Buck, 
but he got no reply. Then he called to Young 
Black Buck, but now he was so far away he 
couldn’t hear his voice. Alone in the Dismal 
Swamp, with Young Black Buck wandering 
around lost, and his father nowhere within 
hearing distance, White Tail suddenly felt a 
great fear. He could never find his way out 
of the swamp alone, and if they didn’t come 
to look for him he would die of fright and 
loneliness. 


STORY XI 


WHITE TAIL FIGHTS WATER MOCCASIN AND 
COPPERHEAD 


White Tail was in a terrible plight, crouch- 
ing and shivering in Dismal Swamp with no 
one within hearing distance. After repeatedly 
calling, and getting no reply from either Black 
Buck or his son, he concluded that they had 
become separated from him, and were also 
lost in the great swamp. To make sure, how- 
ever, White Tail remained for a long time 
just where Black Buck had left him, hoping 
that he would return and find him, but as the 
hours passed, and the sun crossed the noon 
meridian, he felt that he had to do something 
for himself. 

“J wonder if I can find the back trail,” he 
said, sniffing at the ground. “I must try any- 
way.” 

For a short distance back, White Tail 
managed to pick up his own tracks, but after 
that they seemed to fade away and disappear. 
He sniffed around, poking his nose in this 
trail and in that one, but never feeling quite 
sure that he was right. 
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“Oh, dear, this is terribly confusing!” he 
exclaimed. “There are so many trails, and so 
u, scents that I hardly know which way 
to go.” 

But standing still wouldn’t do him any good, 
and he resolutely followed the broadest trail, 
hoping it would bring him somewhere. He 
was sure this was a deer trail or at least the 
trail of some large animal. 

Pretty soon it narrowed, and the bushes 
overhead spread across the an like an arch, 
and made travel difficult. White Tail ducked 
his head to crawl under this natural arch, 
when a most terrifying noise startled him, ae. 
made him leap right up in the air. It was a 
rattling noise unlike anything he had ever 
heard before. 

“R-r-r-r—tik-tix-tik—tee-tee-tee!” 

White Tail looked up in the air, then 
around among the bushes, and finally down at 
the ground. There coiled up in the middle of 
the trail was the cause of the rattle. It was 
Diamond-Back the Rattlesnake. His long, 
sinuous body was coiled like a spring, with his 
head thrust high in the air, and the tip of his 
tail quivering and shaking with excitement. 

White Tail grunted, and jumped back 
another yard. Young Black Buck’s stories 
of the poisonous snakes of Dismal Swamp 
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came back to him, and he shivered with fright. 

“R-r-r-tik-tik-tee-teel Don't you come 
another step!” 

Diamond-Back, to emphasize his words, 
thrust his long tongue out so rapidly that 
White Tail could barely see more than the 
flashing tip of it. Killer the Black Snake had 
always seemed disgusting to White Tail, but 
there was something almost fascinating, while 
repulsive, in Diamond-Back. He was certainly 
beautifully colored, and his eyes were bright 
and beady. 

“What are you doing in the middle of the 
trail?” White Tail demanded finally. “You 
have no right there. This is a trail made by 
my people.” 

“T have a right to go where I please in this 
swamp,” was the sharp retort. “I sun myself 
in the middle of the trail when I please, and 
any one who disputes my right gets this.” 

He thrust his head out and opened and 
closed his mouth with a vicious snap. White 
Tail shuddered and drew back a step. 

“What a wicked thing you are!” said White 
Tail. “I can’t think of anything meaner than 
to lie in a swamp to bite any one who comes 
along.” 

“I can,” replied Diamond-Back. “Copper- 
head or Water Moccasin.” 
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“I don't see how they're any meaner than 
you.” 

“You would if you knew them. 1 always 
give a fair warning before I strike. It was my 
rattle that stopped you. If I’d struck first, 
and then rattled, you'd be dying now. Cop- 
perhead and Water Moccasin never give 
warning. They strike blindly, and without 
thought.” 

White Tail had to acknowledge that Dia- 
mond-Back had one virtue that his cousins 
lacked. “Yes, that's true,” he replied. “You're 
not as bad as Copperhead and Moccasin. I 
hope Dll not meet them.” 

“Well, you will, if you stay in this swamp 
long,” added Diamond-Back. 

“Are they anywhere around here?” asked 
White Tail nervously. 

“Yes, everywhere. It's a wonder to me you 
haven't found them before. I shouldn't be 
surprised if you were standing near one now.” 

White Tail leaped up in the air at this 
remark, and looked under him. The sight 
which met his gaze startled him more than 
anything he had yet met in the swamp. There, 
within nearly a foot of where he had been 
standing, was the vicious head of Water 
Moccasin raised to strike. 

With a grunt of fear and rage, White Tail 
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did something then that surprised Diamond- 
Back. A desire to punish any one, who would 
lie in wait for a friendly animal to bite him 
to death, made him forget all his ordinary 
caution. Before Water Moccasin could guess 
what the buck was going to do, or before he 
could turn his sluggish head, White Tail 
came down on his body with all four hoofs. 

One struck Water Moccasin on the tip of 
his tail, another in the middle of his body, 
and the third caught him by the neck, back 
of his head. The sharp hoofs cut and bruised 
the body of the snake, and then before he 
could squirm out of reach White Tail was 
dancing up and down on him. 

You can imagine what happened to Water 
Moccasin. In a few seconds his body was 
trampled out of recognition. Even when he 
was dead, White Tail continued jumping up 
and down, bringing his four hoofs on the 
body of the snake. He seemed to be possessed 
by a new-born frenzy. 

“Now you'll never bite another one of my 
people!” he cried. “Take that—and that!” 

But Water Moccasin was long past hearing 
him. He was so dead that even his tail had 
stopped squirming, and you know that's the 
last part of a snake that dies. 

When he was satisfied that Water Moccasin 
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was indeed dead, White Tail glanced around 
for another, and then his eyes caught sight of 
Diamond-Back coiled in the middle of the 
trail. Now Diamond-Back had watched the 
killing of his cousin with mingled fear and 
anger. Never before had he seen a deer kill 
one of his people, and the sight of White 
Tail’s frenzied eyes made him afraid. 


“It’s your turn next!” exclaimed White 
Tail. “TIl treat you as I did Water Moc- 
casin!” 

“No you won’t,” replied Diamond-Back, 
uncoiling himself, and wriggling out of the 
trail into the thick bushes. White Tail made 
a jump for him, and missed him by an inch. 
Diamond-Back lost no time in crawling away 
and hiding. Then with his head up in the 
air, White Tail stood in the trail, looking 
and listening. If there were more enemies he 
was ready to meet them. 

“Hurrah, for you, White Tail!” a voice 
said in the Be and from a thicket crawled 
Gray-Back the Weasel. “T saw all of it, 
White Tail. It was splendid of you. I’m 
glad you killed Water Moccasin and fright- 
ened Diamond-Back away. They’re a nui- 
sance in this swamp, and the sooner we’re rid 
of them the better it will be for all the birds 
and small animals.” 
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“Oh, Gray-Back!” exclaimed White Tail, 
who, at the joy of finding a friend in the 
swamp, suddenly forgot his anger. “I’m so 
glad to see you, Gray Back! I’m lost in the 
swamp. Can you show me the way out of it?” 

“Lost! Well, that's too bad. If I can’t show 
you the way out, I can take you to Curly the 
Skunk who can.” 

White Tail was so happy at this news that 
he started to follow Gray Back without 
another word. In the next story you will read 
what Curly had to say. 


STORY XII 


WHITE TAIL SAVES CURLY’S LIFE 


Gray-Back the Weasel lived in a part of the 
Dismal Swamp, and he knew the intricate 
paths and trails which lead in every direction. 
On account of White Tail's size, he couldn't 
take the smaller ones, but he kept to the broad- 
est and widest paths he could find. 

“I could get you there much quicker, White 
Tail,” he explained, “if I could take the short 
cuts, but I know you couldn't follow me.” 

“I'm in no great hurry, Gray Back,” White 
Tail answered, “now that I have found some 
one who will show me the way out.” 

“I didn’t say I’d do that,” was the quick 
response. “I only promised to take you to 
Curly the Skunk. He lives next to me, and 
when I turn you over to him he'll show you 
the way as far as he knows it. You see Dismal 
Swamp is a big place, and you can’t expect 
us to know all the trails.” 

“It's a mighty thick and gloomy swamp, 
too,” murmured White Tail. “I don’t see how 
you live here.” 

“Oh, it’s pleasant enough if you're used to 
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it. I was born here, and I find life very 
pleasant. The hunting is good, and we're 
well protected here from Dasher the Hawk 
and Baldy the Eagle. Even Great Horn the 
Owl finds it hard to see us in the swamp. 
When we see him coming we just hide in the 
bushes, and he can never find us.” 

“But what joy can Black Buck find living 
in such a gloomy place?” asked White Tail. 

“I don't know. I never could understand 
Black Buck and his family. Do you know 
him well?” 

“Why, yes, he brought me here, and I got 
lost from him.” 

Gray Back stopped and looked at him. 
“Did you get lost from him, or did he lose 
you purposely?” 

Now this question surprised White Tail, 
and he couldn’t immediately answer. Then 
he thought it was unfriendly to think ill of his 
friends, and he replied quickly: 

“T got lost from him. That is, he told me 
to wait until he returned. But he didn't come 
back, and Young Black Buck wandered away, 
and he got lost too.” 

“Ump!” sniffed Gray Back. “You can’t 
lose Black Buck in the Dismal Swamp. He 
knows every trail and path. And I don’t 
believe you could lose Young Black Buck. 
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But if you don't want to think ill of them, I 
won't say anything more. But I have my 
suspicions.” 

White Tail began to have his own, too, and 
they made his feel very unpleasant. Why 
should Black Buck do such a thing? Oh, 
perhaps it was a part of the education every 
young deer had to pass through! Well, with 
Gray Back’s help he would find his way out, 
and that would be a triumph for him. 

They continued on their journey for some 
distance, following trails that seemed to run 
around in circles, some even crossing each 
other. Gray BL knew them well, however, 
and never once got lost. Finally, he stopped, 
and said: 

“This is as far as I can take you. I should 
get lost myself if I went any farther. Now 
you must let Curly the Skunk take you. I 
wonder where Curly is. You can usually find 
him by his odor. Do you smell him?” 

White Tail sniffed, and shook his head. 
Curly was certainly not near them. They 
were both sure of that. 

While they were listening there came a ter- 
rified squeak, and out of the bushes rushed 
Curly, his tail high in the air. “Help! Help!” 
he cried dashing past them. 

Gray Back whirled around, and then leaped 
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into the bushes. White Tail would have done 
the same thing it he hadn’t seen the cause of 
Curly’s distress. Right behind him was Cop- 
perhead, hissing and squirming angrily. Now 
the sight of Copperhead instead of fright- 
ening White Tail, angered him. When Cop- 
perhead was close to him, he whirled around 
and faced him. 

“Out of the way, or Ill bite you!” hissed 
Copperhead, making a thrust at White Tail. 
“I want Curly. He's been snooping around 
my eggs, and I’ll teach him a lesson.” 

“Stop!” said White Tail. 

“Out of the way!” hissed Copperhead. 

The words were barely out of his mouth 
before White Tail jumped two feet in the air, 
and came down with his sharp hoofs on the 
snake's head and body, Then, as before when 
he attacked Water Moccasin, he leaped up 
and down, dancing on the wriggling body of 
Copperhead until there wasn't a spark of life 
left in him. Once more Gray Back ap- 
plauded. 

“Bravo! Hurrah! Look, Curly!” 


Curly had stopped, and had seen White 
Tail kill Copperhead, but for a time he was 
too stupefied to speak. Never before had he 
seen an animal kill a Copperhead, and it 
seemed almost too good to be true. 
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“Am I dreaming or is it true?” he mur- 
mured. 


“No, you’re not dreaming,” laughed Gray 
Back. “It’s true. I saw White Tail kill 
Water Moccasin in the same way, and then 
frighten Diamond-Back.” 


White Tail, having killed Copperhead, 
suddenly found his anger cooled. He looked 
at his two friends as meekly as if he hadn't 
done anything wonderful. 


“T don’t know how I can thank you, White 
Tail,” Curly began. “You’ve saved my life, 
and perhaps that of my family. Copperhead 
made a vow that he would kill all of us. He 
didn't want me around. He said 1 was a 
nuisance with my odor. Just as if 1 could 
help that!” 


“You can help me, Curly, if what Gray 
Back says is true,” replied White Tail. “Pm 
lost in the swamp, and don't know the way 
out. Gray Back brought me here, and said 
you knew the rest of the way.” 

“T don't know all the way out, White Tail? 
said Curly, “but I can take you to the bogs and 
quicksands on the edge of the marsh. I don’t 
dare cross them, but Browny the Muskrat 
lives there, and I’m sure hell help you.” 


“Then I must be hurrying along, for it’s 
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getting late. It will be sun-down before I 
get home now.” 

“It will be dark, I’m afraid,” said Curly. 
“Irs a long way out.” 

“Then do hurry. I think Pd die of fright 
if I had to sleep in this swamp.” 

Gray Back and Curly laughed at this, for 
they didn't think any one who had the courage 
to tackle and kill Copperhead and Water 
Moccasin had much fear in him. But White 
Tail knew that some things frightened him 
more than others. 

They said good-bye to Gray Back, and 
Curly then took him in hand. “My range 
isn’t very wide,” he explained. “I keep 
strictly near my home, and that's why 1 don't 
know more about the swamp.” 

“How far is it to the marsh and quick- 
sands?” 

“Oh, not far. We'll soon be there.” 

White Tail followed Curly through the 
thickest woods he had ever been in, but the 
trip was very short. The dense swamp sud- 
denly grew light ahead, and White Tail could 
see the beginning of the marsh that bordered 
a shallow lake right in the heart of Dismal 
Swamp. 

“There's Browny sunning himself on that 
bog,” Curly said, pointing ahead. Browny 
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turned to look at them, and then suddenly 
shouted “Look out! You’re in quicksands!” 

Curly jumped back, but White Tail was 
too late. He suddenly found his fore feet 
sinking, and then his hind ones. Before he 
knew it he was up to his knees in the mud and 
quicksand, sinking lower and lower every 
minute. He struggled and struggled, but the 
more he tried to get out the deeper he sank. 
Until the next story, we will leave him there, 
and if you want to know how he got out read 
what Browny did to help him. 


STORY XIII 
WHITE TAIL CROSSES THE MARSH 


White Tail was in a desperate trap. He 
had walked right into the quicksands, which 
Young Black Buck had told him were the 
most dangerous things in the swamp. He 
could well believe that now, for the oozy 
sands made a horrible sucking sound as they 
opened to let him sink in them. 

Gray Back, who had sprung to one side 
when Browny the Muskrat called, gazed with 
horror upon White Tail's vain struggles. It 
was an unequal fight, for as fast as the buck 
released one foot from the sands the other 
three sunk deeper. 

He was up to his knees before he hardly 
realized what was happening to him. Then 
he sank deeper. The powerful muscles that 
had enabled him to spring high in the air 
when running, clearing tops of bushes and 
small ditches, could not now lift him from 
the mire. 

“Jump this way, White Tail!” shouted 
Gray Back. 

But White Tail could jump nowhere. It 
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seemed as if his legs were caught in a vise, 
and the more he floundered the tighter the 
sucking sands gripped them. He was nearly 
up to his haunches and still going down. 

All this time he had uttered no word. He 
had been struggling hard to free himself so 
there had been no time or strength to waste 
on words. But now he felt a cold shiver run- 
ning down his back, and the horrible thought 
of being buried alive in the quicksands made 
him cry for help. 

“I can't get out, Gray Back,” he moaned. 
“Can't you help me? Oh, quick, or PI be 
dead!” 

“What can I do, White Tail?” asked Gray 
Back. “I couldn’t pull you out. You’re ten 
times bigger than I, and if I helped you Dd 
sink too.” 

“That's true,” replied White Tail, “and I 
don't want you to lose your life helping me. 
But isn't there some way out of this?” 

“None that I know of, White Tail,” moaned 
Gray Back. “Oh, it’s terrible, and it nearly 
breaks my heart watching you! If—if—” 

White Tail suddenly floundered down on 
one side, and splashed the water on the sur- 
face all over Gray Back. In his desperate 
effort to free a fore-leg, he had lost his bal- 
ance, and was now lying on his side. He 
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couldn’t get on his feet again, struggle as he 
would. 


The slimy ooze was creeping up on his body, 
higher and higher. When it reached his 
head, it would close his mouth and nose and 
suffocate him. What could be more terrible 
than such an end! 


White Tail was sure now that he would 
never get out of Dismal Swamp. His end 
had come. He would be buried alive in the 
quicksands. Suddenly he thought of Browny 
the Muskrat, who had first warned them, and 
he turned his head in the direction of the 
marsh where he had been sunning himself. 
There Browny sat on his bog just as calm and 
undisturbed as if nothing had happened. 


“Oh, Browny,” White Tail gasped, “why 
didn’t you warn me before? If you had 
spoken in time I’d never have been caught. 
I thought you were my friend.” 


“I warned you as soon as I saw you com- 
ing,” replied Browny, stretching himself 
lazily. “What more could you ask of me?” 


White Tail saw that nothing was gained by 
blaming Browny, and he turned his appealing 
eyes upward. “Isn't there any way you can 
help me, Browny?” he asked. “Can’t you do 
something?” 
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“Why, yes, when it's time,” was the funny 
reply. 
“When it's timer” gasped White Tail. 


“Tsn't it time now? Ina few minutes it will 
be too late. PI be dead.” 


“Oh, no you won't!” answered Browny, 
whisking his long rat-like tail out of the water. 
“You're in no danger at present.” 


Both Gray Back and White Tail were 
greatly surprised at this remark, and they 
both gasped and stared at the Muskrat as if 
they hadn't heard right. Browny's mouth 
opened as if he intended to yawn, but instead 
of a yawn a smile broke out on it. 

“I can't help it,” he said, as if apologizing. 
“I knew all along you weren't going to die. 
That's why 1 didn't run to help you. Now 
Pll tell you. That quicksand isn’t dangerous 
to any except the small animals. If Gray 
Back got caught in it he'd probably be buried 
alive. But you're too tall, White Tail. Your 
feet must be nearly at the bottom now. Its 
only about two feet deep. When you touch 
solid bottom you can't sink any deeper.” 


The fact was that White Tail hadn't been 
sinking at all while talking to Browny. His 
body had stopped going down. His feet were 
on solid ground. The quicksand was very 
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shallow at this place, and none but the small 
animals could be buried out of sight in it. 

“I believe you're right, Browny!” he ex- 
claimed suddenly. “I haven't been sinking 
for some time. Yes, I’m standing on solid 
bottom.” 

“Of course you are. That's why I didn’t 
get all fussed up when 1 saw you caught in it. 
But if it had been in that spot over there” — 
pointing with his nose to an open space where 
the slimy mud wobbled and shivered every 
time the wind blew —“it would be your grave. 
There the quicksand is so deep that the largest 
deer in the world couldn't touch bottom with 
his feet. It would be a terrible thing, White 
Tail, to stumble in there.” 

White Tail shivered at his narrow escape, 
and Gray Back remarked: “No more terrible 
than it would be for me to be in White Tail’s 
place just now.” 

“No,” mused Browny, “not unless White 
Tail could have helped you. He might wade 
in and rescue you before you sunk out of 
sight.” 

“I think,” returned Gray Back, “PI keep 
away from this marsh. 1 don't like the looks 
of it.” 

“Its a wise thing to do,” replied Browny, 
“unless you know every trap and pitfall as I 
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do. It’s really a great help to me, for I can 
leap from bog to bog, and if any enemy at- 
tempted to follow me he’d get caught. It’s a 
very safe place for me to live in.” 

“It seems to me,” remarked White Tail, 
“that what is dangerous for one animal is safe 
for another, and the only thing to do is for 
each one to stay in his own part of the swamp 
which he knows best.” 

“Right you are,” said Gray Back, “and I'm 
going to get back to my part. Tl let Browny 
show you the way across the marsh. He 
wants to get out of the swamp, Browny, and 
I promised to bring him this far. Will you 
go the rest of the way with him?” 

“PII go as far as the other side of the 
marsh. Then Dll ask Sleepy Opossum to 
take charge of him.” 

“But how am I ever going to get out of 
here?” asked White Tail, still finding himself 
a prisoner in the quicksand. “I can’t jump 
out of it, nor — —nor —” 

“That’s easy enough,” interrupted Browny. 
“Now you know that you can’t sink any 
further just lift one leg out at a time and put 
it forward. Then another, and so on until 
you reach the edge. It will be slow work, 
but you can do it in time.” 

White Tail found this advice good, and he 
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began immediately following it. But what 
slow, hard work it was! He progressed by 
inches. Each time he pulled a leg out, the 
sands made a horrible sucking noise, and when 
he put it down again a few inches ahead the 
slime oozed and bubbled all around him. 

It took him nearly half an hour to make 
his waytotheedge. Then suddenly he pulled 
: his last leg out, and stood free once more on 
the firm ground. He was so thankful at his 
narrow escape that he wanted to skip and 
frisk around, but the fear of stepping in an- 
other hole kept him very quiet. In the next 
story Browny took him in charge and con- 
ducted him to Sleepy. 


STORY XIV 
CREST THE KINGFISHER CARRIES A MESSAGE 


When Gray Back had said good-bye to 
them, Browny turned to White Tail, and 
asked if he didn’t want to rest a while before 
proceeding across the marsh. But one glance 
at the sun made White Tail shudder, and 
reply: 

“No, no, Browny! I want to get out of the 
swamp before it’s dark. I couldn't think of 
spending the night in such a gloomy place.” 

“Well,” observed Browny, winking at the 
sun, “I’m not sure but you'll have to spend 
the night here. Of course, I can take you 
across the marsh before it gets dark, but 
Sleepy the Opossum is a terribly slow and lazy 
animal. I’m not sure that he’ll consent to go 
on with you until morning.” 

“Well, we'll go on to Sleepy anyhow, and 
find out from him.” 

Browny hopped from his bog to another 
until he stood close to White Tail. He stood 
up on his hind legs, and thus addressed his 
friend: 

“You must follow my instructions carefully, 
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White Tail. The marsh is a very dangerous 
place for a big animal like you to cross. Its 
full of pitfalls and traps, and if you step in one 
1t may be the last of you.” 

“PH do just as you say, Browny. Lead the 
way.” 

“Then do just as I do. When I jump from 
bog to bog see that you do the same, and don’t 
miss your step. When I run along a fallen 
tree you must do the same, and not slip off. 
When I crawl through the bushes you must 
do the same. Don't stop to ask questions, but 
do as you're told.” 

“I will!” promised White Tail. “But what 
will I do if I slip into a hole?” 

“Get out of it as quick as you can. That's 
your only hope. I’m not big enough to pull 
you out. Now do you want to go on?” 

“Yes, I must go on. But why do I have 
to cross the marsh? I didn't see it coming 


in.” 


“No, you entered by the other side,” replied 
Browny, “but you couldn't go that way now. 
By killing Copperhead and Water Moccasin, 
and frightening Diamond-Back, you've made 
enemies of all the snakes in the swamp. And 
they live on the other side. They would come 
out of their holes in great numbers, and brave 
as you are, White Tail, and quick as you are 
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in jumping on them, you could never escape 
all of them. Some of them would bite you, 
and you would swell up and die from the 
poison of their fangs.” 

“Then I don't want to return. I'll cross 
the marsh with you.” 

“All right! Tl show you the way.” 

Browny took the lead, and began jumping 
from one bog to another, balancing himself 
each time on the tuft of grass, but White Tail 
had great difficulty in doing this. Time after 
time he swayed and trembled, nearly losing 
his balance, and Browny watched him anx- 
iously. 

When they reached a sort of island in the 
middle of the marsh, Browny told him to rest 
a while and get his breath before proceeding. 
While resting there Crest the Kingfisher flew 
to the rotten branch of a tree, and cocked his 
head sideways to look at them. 

“Hello, Crest!” Browny called. “How’s 
the fishing today?” 


“Not very good, Browny. The lake’s too 
calm, and the fish won’t come to the surface 
so I can see them. There's always better fish- 
ing in windy weather. But what's White Tail 
doing here with you?” 

“He got lost in the swamp, and I’m showing 
him the way out.” 


112 White Tail the Deer 


“I see,” observed Crest. “Now I under- 
stand what all the commotion means outside.” 

“What commotion?” asked Browny. 

“Why, all the Deer are running around 
wild on the edge of the swamp, and some of 
the bucks are along the trails, calling and 
shouting. I suppose they’re looking for 
White Tail.” 

“Yes, that must be it,” replied White Tail. 
“Dm sorry I’ve given them so much trouble. 
I hope Mother Deer and Father Buck are not 
worrying about me.” 

“They certainly are,” replied Crest. “Don't 
you think they’d worry if they knew you were 
lost in Dismal Swamp?” 

“Yes, I suppose they would,” sighed White 
Tail. “I wish I could get a message to them, 
and let them know I was safe.” 

“Ha! ha!” laughed Crest. “So you consider 
yourself safe, do you? Why, I should say you 
were far from it. Suppose you slipped off 
one of these bogs into the quicksand. Would 
you be safe then?” 

“No, but I don't intend to slip off. I’m 
going across the marsh safely. I can do it.” 

“Why didn't you go back the other way?” 
asked Crest. “That's shorter and easier.” 

“Because he killed Water Moccasin and 
Copperhead,” explained Browny, “and he 
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frightened Diamond-Back so he’s told every 
snake in the swamp to be on the lookout for 
him. It wouldn’t be safe for him to return 
that way.” 

“No, it wouldn’t!” said Crest emphatically. 
“So you killed Water Moccasin and Cop- 
perhead? Well, I’m glad of that. I wish 
all their family were exterminated. Then 
this swamp would be a decent place to live in. 
They're the enemies of all the birds. I’m so 
glad you killed them,” he added after a pause, 
“that Pm going to do you a favor, White 
Tail.” 

“Anything you can do for me will be appre- 
ciated, Crest,” replied White Tail. “But I 
don't see what you can do unless you lend me 
a pair of wings to fly home with.” 

“I can’t do that, so I'll do the next best 
thing. PI use my wings in your service. 
Tl carry a message for you, and tell Father 
Buck and Mother Deer not to worry. I’m 
sure they'll be happy to know you are safe, 
and that Browny is looking after you.” 

“Oh, Crest, that would be a great favor!” 
exclaimed White Tail. “I don't know of 
anything kinder that you could do for me. 
Next to getting safely out of this place is to 
know that Father Buck and Mother Deer are 
not worrying.” 
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“All right! I'll soon inform them. TIl 
go right away.” 

And Crest the Kingfisher leaped from the 
dead branch of the tree and flew away. White 
Tail watched him until out of sight, and then 
remarked to Browny, “I never wished before 
for a pair of wings. I think if I lived in this 
swamp, Id rather be a bird than anything 
else.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” replied Browny. 
“What good would they do you if Dasher the 
Hawk or Baldy the Eagle swooped down on 
your They're stronger on the wing than any 
of the small birds, and they’re terribly cruel. 
Now when I see Baldy the Eagle coming, I 
just dive in the lake, and swim into my hole. 
He can’t follow me there. I’d rather be a 
good diver and swimmer than have a pair of 
wings.” ' 

“I think we ought to be satisfied with what 
we have,” said White Tail thoughtfully, “and 
not envy somebody else. I’ve got good legs, 
and I ought to be satisfied. My family can 
run faster than any other animals in the woods, 
and if we use our legs they’re better than 
wings for us.” 

“Yes, that’s right, White Tail. Don’t be 
envying somebody else, but make the most of 
what you’ve got. Well, here we are near the 
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edge of themarsh. Now if we can find Sleepy 
awake, you can go on.” 

And from his perch in the crotch of a tree 
Sleepy saw them coming, but he only opened 
one eye, and took another nap before they 
reached him. In the next story Sleepy takes 
up the work of guiding White Tail out of the 
swamp. 
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STORY XV 


SLEEPY SHOWS THE WAY OUT OF THE SWAMP 

Sleepy didn’t want to be aroused, for he was 
very comfortable in the tree, but Browny 
called to him, and White Tail trotted up to 
the tree and began nibbling at the bark, shak- 
ing the small branches with his strong teeth. 

“Wake up! Wake up, Sleepy!” cried 
Browny. “It’s getting late, and you must 
show White Tail out of the swamp before 
dark.” 

“Ah! Um!” yawned the Opossum. “Why 
should I be disturbed from my pleasant 
dreams?” 

“Why shouldn’t your” laughed Browny. 
“Its no time to be sleeping.” 

“Tt’s always time for that. But what's the 
matter with Crest the Kingfisher? He looks 
as if he was in a hurry to get somewhere. I 
never saw him fly so fast in all my life.” 

White Tail and Browny turned around in 
time to see Crest skimming across the lake 
toward them.: He flew straight as an arrow 
for them, and lighted on a limb near Sleepy. 

“Well, Pve found you!” he said. “I 
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thought you’d fallen in the quicksand and 
been killed.” 

White Tail was greatly interested in any 
news the Kingfisher brought, and he asked 
quickly: 

“Did you see Mother Deer and Father 
Buck?” 

“Yes, I saw them both, and told them about 
you,” replied Crest. “They were greatly re- 
lieved in mind. They were afraid something 
had happened to you.” 

“Well, I’m glad they know the truth now. 
PI soon be out of the swamp, and when I get 
out I'll never come back.” 

“Then we'll never see you again,” remarked 
Browny. “I’m sorry to hear that. I thought 
we'd made friends with you.” 


“You have, Browny, and I shall never for- 
get your kindness. And for coming back in 
Dismal Swamp, I may some day when I know 
it better. It’s been a great experience to me.” 


“Yes, and experience is worth a good deal 
to all the forest creatures. Some day you'll 
be glad you’ve been here. If you’re ever 
driven in here to escape Puma or Timber 
you'll know what to expect. Call on us, and 
we'll hide you.” 


“Thank you again, Browny. I’m really 
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glad now I got lost here. Yes, the experience 
will be worth while.” 

“Especially if it opens your eyes so you'll 
know your enemies,” remarked Crest. “If 
you hadn't trusted Black Buck and his son so 
much you wouldn't have been lost in the 
swamp.” 

“I don’t see what that had to do with it, 
Crest,” replied White Tail. 

“Well, I do, and Father Buck does, and so 
does Mother Deer,” was the quick retort. “I 
heard something that made your father and 
mother very angry.” 

“What's that?” asked White Tail eagerly. 

Crest flirted his wings and tail before re- 
plying. He was very proud of his plumage, 
especially of his top-knot, and he liked to 
have others take notice of it. 

“I stopped in the swamp to rest a while,” 
Crest replied, “and right under the tree Black 
Buck was standing, talking to his son. They 
didn’t see me, and so I heard what they said.” 

“What did they say?” 


“Black Buck told his son that if you ever 
got lost in Dismal Swamp, and couldn’t find 
your way out alone, it would ruin your reputa- 
tion. The herd never liked to have a leader 
who got lost. A leader had to know every- 
thing, and be as wise as the wisest.” 
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“Umph!” grunted White Tail. “Then Pl 
disappoint them, thanks to you and all my 
young friends here.” 

“When he, got through speaking Young 
Black Buck said he hoped you’d never find 
your way out... He wished that the quicksands 
would swallow you up, or that Water Mocca- 
sin or Copperhead would kill you.” 

“That was a cruel wish,” replied White 
Tail. “Pl never trust Young Black Buck 
again.” | 

“Nor his father either, 1 hope,” said Crest. 

“Did you tell Father Buck what you 
heard?” | 

“Yes, and he shook his big head, and said 
it was all a trick of Black Buck to ruin you 
or get rid of you. I never saw him so angry 
before in my life. He wanted to go right 
away and challenge Black Buck to a fight. 
But Mother Deer persuaded him not to.” 

“Pd like to challenge Young Black Buck,” 
muttered White Tail. 

“Oh, you'll have time enough to do that 
some day, White Tail. Yowll'have to. Don't 
you see that he wants to be leader as soon as 
your father gets too old for the position?” 

“Father Buck will never be too old for 
that!” stoutly maintained White Tail. 

Crest laughed harshly at this remark, and 
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then cocked his head sideways and looked 
down at White Tail. “We all get too old 
some day to be leader,” hesaid. “And Father 
Buck’s time is near. You must train to take 
his place, White Tail, and Young Black Buck 
will have to fight you.” . 

“I hope the time will bea long, long way 
off that Father Buck has to step out for some 
one else.” 

“Yes, so do we all, for he has been a wise 
leader, and a good one. But the day will 
come, perhaps soon, and perhaps not so soon. 
But now I think you'd better be off. You 
must get out of the swamp alone, and trot 
home. That will spoil Black Buck’s trick, 
for any one who gets out of Dismal Swamp 
alone is a wise deer.” 

“T declare!” exclaimed Browny suddenly. 
“Sleepy has fallen off into another nap. Wake 
him up, Crest!” 

“With pleasure,” said Crest, and he flew 
close up to Sleepy and uttered right in his 
ears such a wild, harsh cry that the Opossum 
woke with a start and nearly tumbled out of 
the tree. 

“I call that a downright mean trick!” 
grumbled Sleepy. “I might have fallen and 
broken my tail.” 

“Wake up then, Sleepy, and show White 
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Tail to the edge of the swamp. I’m going 
along with you, too, to see that you don’t go 
to sleep again on the way. If you do Pl peck 
you with my sharp bill the next time. Come 
now, crawl down and start at once.” 

Still grumbling and yawning, Sleepy got 
out of the tree, and said: “Oh, well, if I must 
go I suppose the sooner it's over with the bet- 
ter. Come on!” 

“You don’t seem very anxious, Sleepy,” 
White Tail remarked. “I’m sorry to give you 
all the trouble.” 

“Oh, it's no trouble after I’m awake. It’s 
the waking up that bothers me. Now I’m all 
right. Dll show you the shortest trail out. I 
live quite close to the edge, and it isn’t very 
tar" 

Sleepy wasn't a disagreeable fellow — not 
when he was wide awake — and he quickly 
recovered his good humor. But he was a 
slow traveler, for he couldn't get over the 
ground as fast as Browny or Gray Back. But 
he kept running as fast as he could, and pretty 
soon they came to the edge of the swamp. 

“There now you can find your way home, I 
suppose,” he said when they reached the open 
country. 

“Yes, thank you,” replied White Tail. “I 
can go the rest of the way alone. I shall never 
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forget my little friends of Dismal Swamp — 
not as long as I live. Good-bye and good 
luck to all of them.” 

. He trotted away in the early twilight, head- 
ing straight for the big timberland — and 
home! What a welcome he received when 
he got there will be told in the next story. 


| ich ee 
Sid Ba ATAN oi mi Tews ba 

faa en ae aeli | 
ne Ei 


RER, 


STORY XVI 
A MEETING AT THE COUNCIL TREE 


White Tail found a great commotion among 
the herd when he reached home, for news of 
his loss in Dismal Swamp had traveled far and 
wide, and the searchers had returned to report 
they were unable to find any trace of him. 
Their surprise was great then when White 
Tail appeared in their midst, looking as fresh 
and unconcerned as if nothing had happened. 

“Oh, White Tail!” exclaimed Mother Deer 
rushing forward to welcome him. “What 
happiness to me that you have returned !” 

Father Buck was no less glad to see him, but 
in his solemn way he showed less emotion. 
“My son, you have done well,” he said gravely, 
“to escape from Dismal Swamp unaided.” 

“But I had friends among the little folks 
of the swamp, who helped —” 

“Never mind that,” whispered Mother 
Deer. “Crest the Kingfisher told us. But 
that has nothing to do with the question now. 
You have escaped, and that is glory enough for 
the day.” 

The others crowded around him to give him 
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a hearty welcome and to listen to his adven- 
tures. Only Black Buck and his son stood 
off and looked uneasy. Finally, the former 
came to his side, and said: “Why didn't you 
remain where I left you until I returned?” 


White Tail was a little surprised by this, 
and stammered: “Why, I did! I stayed there 
until it was getting late, and I didn’t want to 
be left alone in the swamp after dark.” 


“But it is the duty of a young buck to obey 
orders!” replied Black Buck frowning. “You 
should be punished for disobeying.” 


But Father Buck took a hand in the con- 
versation at this point. “How about Young 
Black Buck?” he asked. “He disobeyed 
orders first, and wandered off alone. Any 
punishment for disobeying should come to him 
first, and double punishment at that, for he 
was the first to break the law.” 


Black Buck looked uneasy at this remark, 
and immediately changed his tone. “As for 
that,” he said, “they both broke the law, but 
we should forgive them. They're young, and 
had very little experience. Let it be a lesson 
for them. If they expect to lead the herd 
some day they must be more careful.” 


“Yes,” snorted Father Buck, “and their 
leaders must be more careful in taking them 
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away and losing them. In the future T’lI see 
to the training of my own son.” 

Black Buck was angry at this retort, for it 
was a reflection upon his honor and ability. 

“I'm sure I have no wish to train him,” he 
growled. “If he was a son of mine 1 should 
teach him the ways of the swamp so he 
wouldn't get lost.” 

“How do you know he was lost?” retorted 
Father Buck. “He's back here with us after 
crossing the bogs and quicksands of the 
marsh.” 

“He crossed the marsh?” demanded Black 
Buck in surprise. “I don't believe that, for 
he would meet Water Moccasin, Copperhead 
and Diamond-Back as well as the quagmires 
and quicksands.” 

“Oh, yes, I met all of them,” replied White 
Tail. “I had a battle with Water Moccasin 
and Copperhead, and killed them. And I 
drove Diamond-Back in the bushes so fright- 
ened he was glad to escape with his life.” 

Now the whole herd were astonished at this 
news, for the deadly bite of the snakes of Dis- 
mal Swamp was feared by them almost as 
much as the teeth and claws of Puma and 
Timber Wolf. They all exclaimed in aston- 
ishment, and asked him more particulars. 

White Tail told them how he had killed the 
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poisonous reptiles, and how he had driven 
Diamond-Back away. 

“Then,” he added, “I knew that all their 
family would declare war against me, and lie 
in the bushes waiting for me. I couldn't fight 
all of them when they were hiding. So I de- 
cided to cross the marsh, and return the ae 
way home.” 


“But the quicksands! Didn't 5 you know of 
them?” gasped Mother Deer. 

“Yes,” replied White Tail simply. “I 
found them. In fact, I stepped in one up to 
my hips, but I got out of it without any help. 
After that I was more cautious. I wasn’t 
going to get caught again. PII always know 
the quicksands now when I see them. It was 
an experience worth while.” 


“It certainly was,” said Father Buck, his 
eyes gleaming with admiration. “It. will 
make you a good leader of the herd when the 
day comes. I’m proud of you, White Tail. 
I challenge any other young buck to show 
greater qualities for leadership.” 


“Huh!” snorted Young Black Buck. -“T’ve 
been all through Dismal Swamp, and I know 
the quicksands and the reptiles.” 


“He also knows all the trails there, which 
White Tail does not,” added Black Buck. “I 
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challenge White Tail’s claim as the future 
leader of the herd. My own son will be that.” 

Father Buck was quiet for a moment, and 
then turned to the herd. “We cannot decide 
the real leadership until the day comes,” he 
said slowly. “All we can do now is to enter 
the most promising young bucks in the race. 
We will now go to the Council Tree and con- 
sider that.” 

This was the regular formal proceeding, 
and they all fell in line while Father Buck 
led the way to the clearing in the timberland 
where the tall Council Tree reared its head 
above all others. Once more the older bucks 
formed a half circle, with Father Buck in the 
center. The others formed a dense crowd 
around the place, and waited for the leader to 
speak. 

“According to the law of the herd,” Father 
Buck began after a while, “no one is fit to lead 
unless he shows the wisdom of the Serpent, 
and the knowledge of the Owl. No matter 
how strong and fleet he is, if he hasn't wisdom 
and experience he will make a bad leader. 
And a reckless or ignorant leader is worse than 
none. He will continually bring the herd in 
danger.” 

He stopped and looked around to see if 
there was any opposition to his words, but the 
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deer all nodded their heads, and waited for 
him to proceed. 

“The day must come when I shall be too 
old to lead,” Father Buck went on, “and when 
all the rest of my friends here will grow weak 
and feeble. Before that day comes we must 
pick young anes to take our places. We must 
pick them first because of their wisdom and 
experience. Then courage and strength must 
settle the question of leadership between them. 
That is the law of the herd, isn't it?” 

They all nodded. “Then I place White 
Tail as a candidate for leadership. He has 
the first qualifications — experience and wis- 
dom. When the day comes may he show the 
courage and strength to prove 1 was right in 
my choice. Is there any other candidate?” 

Black Buck immediately stepped forward. 
“Yes, I place my son, Young Black Buck, in 
the race for leadership. He, too, is wise and 
has had great experience. I shall train him 
for leadership.” 

“He is accepted,” replied Father Buck. 
“Any others?” 

No one stepped forward, and the meeting 
came to an end. White Tail and Young Black 
Buck were the only ones selected to qualify 
for the leadership of the herd when Father 
Buck retired. Henceforth they would be 
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trained for this position by their fathers until 
the day came when they had to settle the mat- 
ter by fighting. For the final law of the herd 
was that the strongest and swiftest should lead. 
It would then be the battle of the strong, and 
the weaker would go down and take his place 
second. And what a struggle that would be! 
If you want to hear about it you should read 
the book called, “White Tail’s Adventures.” 


WHITE TAIL’S ADVENTURES 


STORY I 
WHITE TAIL JUMPS STEPPING STONE BROOK 


White Tail grew rapidly in size and 
strength, his long, clean limbs showing taut 
muscles and great springing power; and his 
neck grew thick and short, which is well for a 
buck, who must use it in savage thrusts when 
the head is a battering ram. His horns were 
short and bony, but they protruded in front 
like knobs against which it would be unpleas- 
ant to fall. 

But his antlers were his pride. They spread 
out fan-shape on his head, crowning it with 
a glory that made Mother Deer supremely 
happy. At times it seemed as if the antlers 
were too heavy for the head and neck, but 
White Tail carried them easily, and when he 
shook them in sport or anger any one could 
see they were just fitted to him. 

In time he stood as high as Father Buck, 
and a head taller than Mother Deer. The 
day the tip of his antlers reached an inch above 
Father Buck’s, he felt a little thrill of pride. 


The continuation of this interesting story will be found in 
WHITE TAIL THE DEER’S ADVENTURES 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 
THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 
517 S. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave. 
CHICAGO, ILL. PHILADELPHIA, PA. TORONTO; ONT. 


WASHER THE RACCOON 
STORY. ONE 


WASHER’S FIRST ADVENTURE 


Washer was the youngest of a family of 
three Raccoons, born in the woods close to 
the shores of Beaver Pond, and not half a mile 
from Rocky Falls where the water, as you 
know, turns into silvery spray that sparkles 
in the sun-shine like diamonds and rubies. 
And, indeed, the animals and birds of the 
North Woods much prefer this glittering 
spray and foam that rise in a steady cloud 
from the bottom of the falls to all the jewels 
and gems ever dug out of the earth! For, 
though each drop sparkles but a moment, and 
then vanishes from sight, there are a million 
others to follow it, and when you bathe in 
them they wash and scour away the dirt, and 
make you clean and fresh in body and soul. 

Washer had his first great adventure at 
Rocky Falls, and it is a wonder that he ever 
lived to tell the tale, for the water which 
flows over the falls is almost as cruel and ter- 
rible as it is sparkling and inviting. But 


The continuation of this interesting story will be found in 
WASHER THE RACCOON 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 


517 S. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave. 
CHICAGO, ILL. PHILADELPHIA, Pa. TORONTO, ONT. 


BUSTER THE BIG BROWN 
BEAR’S ADVENTURES 


STORY I 
BUSTER VISITS HIS BIRTHPLACE 


Buster’s return to the North Woods, after 
his many travels in different parts of the 
country as a trick bear in a circus, was an im- 
portant event to him. He had been away so 
long — ever since he was a little cub — that 
nothing seemed familiar to him. His recol- 
lection of the river that flowed in front of 
the cave where he had been born was very 
dim and uncertain, and he was not sure which 
way to go when he had crossed it. 


Browny the Woodchuck had informed him 
that he was in the North Woods when he 
waded up on shore, but Browny had an im- 
portant engagement with his family, and im- 
mediately left him. Happy and excited that 
he was now free in the woods, and no longer 
in danger of being pursued and captured, 
Buster for a time was satisfied in roaming 
around in the bushes, eating the wild fruit 
and berries. 


The continuation of this interesting story will be found in 


BUSTER THE BIG BROWN BEAR’S ADVENTURES 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 
17S. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave. 
CHICAGO, ILL. PHILADELPHIA, PA. TORONTO, ONT. 


BUSTER THE BIG BROWN 
BEAR 


STORY I 
WHEN BUSTER WAS A CUB 


In the North Woods where Buster was 
born, a wide river tinkles merrily over stones 
that are so white you'd mistake them for snow- 
balls, if you were not careful, and begin pelt- 
ing each other with them. The birches hang- 
ing over the water look like white sticks of 
peppermint candy, except in the spring of the 
year when they blossom out in green leaves, 
and then they make you think of fairyland 
where everything is painted the colors of the 
rainbow. 


The rocks that slope up from the bank of 
the river are dented and broken as if some 
giant in the past had smashed them with his 
hammer, cracking some and punching deep 
holes in others. It was in one of these holes, 
or caves, that Buster was born. 


He didn't mind the hard rocky floor of his 
bed a bit, nor did he mind the darkness, nor 
the cold winds that swept through the open 
doorway. He was so well protected by his 


The continuation of this interesting story will be found in 
BUSTER THE BIG BROWN BEAR 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 
THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 
5175. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave. 
CHICAGO, ILL. PHILADELPHIA, PA. TORONTO, ONT. 


Bumper the White Rabbit 
In the Woods 


STORY I 
BUMPER HUNTS WITH THE PACK, 


Bumper the White Rabbit, when he escaped 
from Edith, the red-headed girl who owned the 
garden where he lived, found his way into the 
woods, and, after many adventures with the Bats, 
the Crow, the Fox and Buster the Bear, he was 
adopted by the wild rabbits as their leader and 
king. The Old Blind Rabbit welcomed him, and 
told the story of how it was prophesied that some 
day a pure white rabbit, with pink eyes, would 
come to deliver them from their enemies, and 
teach them how to live in the woods without fear 

‚of danger. 

No one had been more surprised than Bumper 
at this sudden welcome. At first he was for tell- 
ing them he was no leader, and not fit to be their 
king; but, as he was very lonely and without a 

The continuation of this interesting story will be found in 


BUMPER THE WHITE RABBIT IN THE WOODS 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 


5175. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave, 
CHICAGO, ILL. PHILADELPHIA, PA, TORONTO, ONT. 


Bumper the White Rabbit 


STORY I 
WHERE BUMPER CAME FROM 


THERE was once an old woman who had so 
many rabbits that she hardly knew what to do. 
They ate her out of house and home, and kept 
the cupboard so bare she often had to go to bed 
hungry. But none of the rabbits suffered this 
way. They all had their supper, and their break- 
fast, too, even if there wasn't a crust left in the 
old woman's cupboard. 

There were big rabbits and little rabbits; lean 
ones and fat ones; comical little youngsters who 
played pranks upon their elders, and staid, se- 
rious old ones who never laughed or smiled the 
livelong day; boy rabbits and girl rabbits, 
mother rabbits and father rabbits, and goodness 
knows how many aunts, uncles, nephews, nieces, 
cousins, second cousins and distant relatives-in- 
law! They all lived under one big roof in the 

The continuation of this interesting story will be found ın 


BUMPER THE WHITE RABBIT 
Price 65 Cents Postpaid 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, Publishers 


517S. Wabash Ave. Winston Building 129 Spadina Ave. 
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